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Whitman  V^alftpler  cor$aiS}§  QnpCoj  < 
late-covered  minf-marshmallows;  honey* 
white  nougat,  chocolate-covered  cara- 
mels, "1842"  bitter  sweets,  chocolate- 
covered  liquid  cherries,  and  other 
appealing  dainties. 

The  charming  package  reproduces 
an  old-fashioned  "sampler" — a  box 
you'll  want  to  keep.      One  dollar. 

Local  Agencies: 
Henry  B.  Wallace  Wm.  H.  Ramsey 

H.  W.  Whitaker  Frank  W.  Prickett 
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SPAT  BOOTS 

The  strong  demand  for  Spat  Boots  has 
exhausted  the  stock  of  most  stores. 
Plenty  here.  See  the  new  lace  "Spat" 
— the   newest   New  York   innovation. 
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College  Students  with  Drugs,  etc.     All  prescriptions 

are  compounded  by  competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.m.  daily. 

Bryn    Mawr   (2    Stores)   Rosemont 
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Jayne's  Expectorant 

HIS  Valuable  Remedy  for  Coughs  and  Colds  has  been  sold  generally 
throughout  the  world  for  nearly  one  hundred  years,     It  is  believed 
that  no  similar  remedy  has  been  used  so  widely  nor  for  so  long  a 
period,  and  that  none  has  given  more  universal  satisfaction. 

It  can  be  purchased  at  any  druggist's,  either  in  Liquid  or  Tablet  form. 
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EDITORIALS 

When  we  looked  ahead  through  the  summer,  and  foresaw  this  first 
number  of  Tipyn  o'Bob,  it  seemed  the  launching  of  a  new  vessel  upon 
"perilous  seas."  The  printer,  however,  took  its  appearance  as  a  matter 
of  course;  there  was  only  the  excitement  which  attends  the  departure  of 
a  ship  on  any  one  of  her  bi-monthly  voyages  over  her  familiar  course. 
Tipyn  o'  Bob  is  not  a  new  ship  with  each  new  college  year;  she  is  the 
same,  newly  painted,  perhaps,  but  bound  for  the  same  port  and  flying  the 
same  flag.  Many  of  her  passengers  know  one  another,  and  have  sailed 
together  before.  There  are  others,  entering  in  the  class  of  1919,  to  whom 
the  port  of  departure  and  the  ship  alike  are  new.  We  hope  to  find  the 
names  of  old  friends  and  new  often  upon  our  passenger  lists.  It  is  the 
desire  of  the  ship's  company  that  each  voyage  of  Tipyn  o'  Bob  may  be  so 
pleasant,  and  may  bring  to  her  port  such  valuable  cargo,  that  she  may 
Reserve  at  each  sailing  a  sincere  "Bon  Voyage!" 


-t- 


tLast  year  when  we  carried  our  balls  of  gray  worsted  into  the  chapel 
and  sat,  through  whole  evenings,  listening  to  the  orators  of  our  numbers 
explaining  the  undergraduate  position  toward  the  rule  regarding  attend- 
in  i''e  at  lectures,  we  came   to  examine  very  closely  into  our  motives   for 
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wanting  that  rule  repealed.  The  argument  that  the  time  scheduled  for  a 
lecture  might  sometimes  be  more  profitably  spent  in  work  upon  an  individ- 
ual report  was  less  and  less  emphatically  and  commonly  brought  forward; 
it  was  a  principle  that  we  were  contending  for — we  did  not  want  a  rule  to 
regulate  our  attendance  at  classes  because  we  wanted  to  go  voluntarily; 
we  were  as  capable  of  fulfilling  responsibility  as  that  vanished  Bryn 
Mawr  type  of  alumnae  and  faculty  legend,  whatever  her  superior  virtues. 
Even  the  most  skeptical  had  at  last  to  realize  that  the  college  generation 
which  opposed  the  "cut  rule"  could  govern  its  own  attendance  at  lectures, 
once  it  was  awakened  to  the  need  of  showing  that  reliableness.  Then 
the  question  was,  could  the  "gentlemen  will  not"  cut  attitude  come  to  be 
so  thoroughly  a  part  of  our  tradition  that  suceeding  classes  would  accept 
it  as  an  iron  prohibition.  And  when  in  June  the  rule  was  repealed  and  the 
regulation  of  attendance  at  classes  left  to  the  individual  professors  with 
the  co-operation  of  the  Undergraduate  Association,  the  question  that 
has  been  left  for  us  to  answer  is:  Can  we  prove  the  justice  of  our  claim 
that  it  was  freedom  to  go  to  our  classes  and  not  to  stay  away  from  them 
that  we  wanted?  Will  our  attitude  last  beyond  the  "electric  shock," 
and  our  display  of  self-government  prove  more  than  a  loving  that  well 
which  we  must  lose  ere  long? 

We  think  that  the  undergraduates  can  prove  their  motives  unmixed 
if  the  pride  of  the  undergraduate  body  is  enlisted  in  that  proof.  If  we 
back  ourselves  by  our  strong  feeling  of  "form";  if  that  standard  of  con- 
formity which  is  so  rigidly  applied  in  our  social  life  be  introduced  into  our 
attitude  towards  attendance  at  lectures,  then  the  repeal  of  the  cut  rule 
will  be  a  real  victory,  a  real  feather  in  the  cap  of  the  new  Bryn  Mawr  type. 


IN  COMPLAINT  OF  YOUTH 

When  I  am  old,  and  I  have  done  with  passion, 

And  rapture  and  despair, 
Haply  I  may  look  back  in  envious  fashion 

To  find  Youth  fair. 

Haply  I  may,  when  love  is  but  an  ember, 

Have  joy  of  it  at  last: 
For  love  is  only  lovely  to  remember 

When  it  is  past. 

Margaret  Louise  Loudon,  '16. 
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Jake  Cochran,  a  bent,  slumping 
figure,  sat  whittling  on  the  back 
porch  before  breakfast.  His  tired, 
lined  face  looked  worried;  his 
brows  puckered.  Presently  his 
son,  a  straight,  lithe,  young  man 
of  twenty-four,  joined  him,  his 
youth  making  a  lively  contrast 
with  the  nondescript  middle  age 
of  his  father.  His  eyes  were 
bright  and  his  color  fresh;  his 
manner  was  self-confident,  even 
gay.  His  clothes  showed  a  greater 
prosperity  than  his  father's  and 
more  pride.  In  an  almost  patron- 
izing tone  he  greeted  him: 

"'Mornin',  dad." 

The  father's  reply,  something 
between  a  mumble  and  a  grunt, 
was  uttered  in  a  drawling,  life- 
less voice  while  he  went  on  whit- 
tling. Soon,  however,  he  stopped 
for  a  moment  and  spoke: 

"Will,  did  you  know  somebody 
took  Jenkins'  car  away  from  the 
corner  last  night  and  kept  it  two 
hours?" 

"So?"  Will's  tone  was  sur- 
prised. "Some  nerve,  that!  Does 
he  know  who  took  it?" 

"Don't  think  so,"  drawled  Jake 
in  reply.  "Some  kid  drove  it 
back  and  left  it  'round  the  next 
street.  Said  he  didn't  know  who 
the  gentleman  was  who  had  it." 

The  subject  seemed  dropped; 
Jake    had    resumed    his    whittling; 


so  when  Will  looked  up  it  was 
with  a  start  that  he  met  his  father's 
level  eyes. 

"Do  you  think  it  was  honest?" 
the  question  was  unaccusing  but 
direct.  "I  jest  thought  I'd  better 
remind  you,  Will,  that  when  you're 
old  enough  to  be  a  contractor, 
you're  old  enough  to  respect  other 
folks'  property.  I  ain't  sayin' 
this  was  a  big  thing,  but  it  was 
sneakin'  and  if  Squire  Johns  at  the 
office  knew  it,  he  wouldn't  feel  like 
trustin'  you  very  far,  and  he 
wouldn't  be  very  likely  to  recom- 
mend you  to  his  brother  Cal,  in 
Chicago,  like  you're  hopin'  for, 
neither." 

His  tone  was  gentle  and  sym- 
pathetic during  this  slow  speech, 
and  there  was  no  shadow  of  blame 
cast  upon  Will,  but  the  young 
man's  face  flushed  and  his  eyes 
fell.  He  made  no  attempt  to  deny 
the  charge;  instead  he  tried  rather 
rebelliously  to  justify  his  act. 

"Well,  I  can't  see  what  was 
wrong  in  using  his  car,"  he  burst 
out.  "Jim  and  I  just  had  to  have 
it,  there  was  no  other  way  to  get 
to  that  dance  in  Franklin  either 
for  love  or  money.  We  sent  it 
straight  back  in  two  hours.  'Tisn't 
as  if  we  had  hurt  the  darned  thing. 
Good  Lord!  can't  a  fellow  do  a 
thing  in  this  blamed  town  with- 
out somebody  spying  on  him?     I'd 
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just  like  to  break  loose  and  give 
them  something  worth  talking 
about!" 

Will's  voice  had  risen  to  a  high 
crescendo  in  his  excitement  when 
Mrs.  Cochran,  a  tall,  imposing- 
looking  woman  with  decided  fea- 
tures and  energetic  manner,  appeared 
in  the  doorway  to  call  the  two  men 
to  breakfast.  She  must  have  caught 
Will's  last  words,  for  her  face 
showed  displeasure  and  she  began: 

"Come  to  breakfast,  both  of  you, 
and,  Jake,  do  leave  off  worryin' 
that  poor  boy.  No,  I  won't  hear 
what  he's  done  now;  it's  always 
something.  Seems  as  if  your 
own  child  never  could  please  you. 
"And,"  she  added  in  an  undertone, 
"it  ain't  as  if  you  was  such  a 
model  son  yourself  when  you  was 
young." 

This  last  thrust  effectually  si- 
lenced Jake,  who  ate  his  egg  and 
bacon  and  sipped  his  coffee  from 
the  saucer  in  apologetic  silence. 
Mrs.  Cochran  had  always  been  the 
stout  champion  of  her  son  against 
his  father's  reproofs:  Jake's  slow 
persistence  in  correcting  him  irri- 
tated her;  so  now  perhaps  she 
spoke  more  sharply  than  she  meant 
to.  During  the  rest  of  the  meal 
she  devoted  her  attention  to  Will, 
insisting  on  helping  him  to  this 
and  that. 

"Now,  Willie,  you  ain't  eatin' 
a  mite.  Do  let  me  help  you  to 
another  griddle  cake.      Ain't  they 


good  this  morning?  Can't  I  fix 
you  another  egg?"  she  coaxed. 

"Oh,  mother,  I  get  so  tired  of 
eggs."  He  felt  petulant,  crossed, 
and  abused;  just  why  he  could 
not  have  told. 

"I  did  try  to  get  tongue  for  you, 
Willie,  but  I  can't  at  this  time  of 
year.  Now,  do  eat  something 
Willie,"  she  insisted. 

"Oh,  please  don't  fuss  so,  mother, 
and  don't  call  me  Willie.  Why 
can't  I  be  left  alone?  First  Dad 
commences  before  breakfast,  then 
you  keep  it  up  till  there's  never 
any  peace.  If  I  don't  get  away 
I'll  go  mad." 

Thoroughly  exasperated  by  his 
mother's  excessive  coddling,  and 
feeling  uncomfortable  beneath  his 
father's  steady  eyes,  he  flung  away 
in  a  temper. 

Mrs.  Cochran  turned  on  her  hus- 
band again: 

"See  how  excited  you  get  him, 
Jake,"  she  said  in  a  resigned  tone, 
"so's  he  can't  eat  his  breakfast, 
which  is  better 'n  most  men  in  Hills- 
boro  set  up  to — if  I  do  say  it  as 
shouldn't.  Naggin'  at  him  like 
this  when  he's  the  smartest  young 
man  in  town!  Mr.  Simmons  says 
to  me  last  Sunday,  after  I'd  been 
tellin'  him  about  Will's  new  position 
as  contractor  for  Squire  Johns'  new 
warehouses,  he  says,  'That  boy's 
smart;  he'll  make  his  mark.'  That's 
just  what  he  said."  She  ended 
with  a  triumphant  toss  of  her  head. 
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"I  know  Will's  smart  and  quick 
and  good-lookin'," — Jake  spoke 
wearily  as  if  the  subject  were  a 
worn  one — "I  ain't  ever  denied  it, 
Sarah,  but  that's  just  it:  it's  too 
easy  for  him  to  do  things  and  to 
have  things  he  wants;  he  don't 
realize  the  value  of  things,  Sarah. 
He's  got  expensive  tastes  and  he 
spends  a  lot  of  money  for  a  boy  like 
him.  He's  awful  young  to  be  a 
contractor  and  sometimes  I  think 
we  ain't  trained  him  to  be  respon- 
sible enough." 

"Don't  judge  others  by  yourself, 
Jake  Cochran,"  flared  his  wife,  de- 
fending her  darling  as  she  banged 
down  the  dishpan  on  the  kitchen 
table.  "Jest  because  you  wasn't 
responsible  yourself  at  his  age  is 
all  the  more  reason,  I  should  think, 
why  you  shouldn't  cast  reflections 
on  your  own  child.  It'd  be  no 
more'n  right,  seein'  what  you  was, 
if  he  had  grow'd  up  shiftless  and 
good  fer  nothin'  instead  of  the 
smartest  boy  in  town." 

Though  this  speech  was  no  answer 
to  his  argument  that  Will  could  not 
shoulder  responsibility  and  though 
his  wife's  self-deception  made  him 
realize  the  more  strongly  that  being 
the  smartest  boy  in  town  was  not 
synonymous  with  being  the  most 
trustworthy,  Jake  Cochran,  feeling 
his  own  helplessness  against  the 
active  strength  of  his  wife's  mis- 
taken affection  for  their  son  and  her 
contempt  for  himself,  wearily  took 


his  hat  from  the  kitchen  peg  and, 
picking  up  his  lunch  box,  started 
off  to  work  without  another  word; 
while  his  wife,  clattering  the  dishes, 
started  energetically  on  the  busi- 
ness of  the  day. 

The  business  of  the  morning  was 
the  family  washing,  and  although 
she  had  no  one  to  help  her,  at  half- 
past  ten  Mrs.  Cochran  was  seen 
hanging  up  the  last  of  her  clothes 
by  her  two  neighbors,  Miss  Martha 
Perkins  and  Mrs.  Josiah  Schultz, 
as  they  sat  knitting  on  the  latter's 
back  porch. 

"Ain't  Sarah  smart?"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Schultz,  a  kind,  motherly 
woman,  lenient  in  her  opinions  and 
much  more  given  to  admiration 
than  to  criticism,  "but,  land,  she 
always  was.  I  ain't  never  seen  a 
woman  like  her;  whether  it's  a 
Monday  or  a  Thursday  or  a  Satur- 
day, she's  got  her  washin'  out,  or 
her  cleanin'  done,  or  her  bread 
baked  and  is  settin'  on  the  porch 
or  goin'  to  the  missionary  society 
while  I'm  still  in  the  mess.  No, 
I  ain't  never  seen  anybody  like 
Sarah.  I  say  it's  lucky  for  Jake 
that  she  managed  to  get  him;  she's 
the  man  uv  that  house." 

"Oh,  I  ain't  sure  but  what  Sarah 
has  her  faults  like  the  rest  uv  us  or 
that  Jake's  any  better  off  than  most 
men,"  retorted  Miss  Martha,  a  thin 
spinster  who  had  been  hard-rubbed 
by  the  world  and  whose  observa- 
tion was  the  keener  and  whose  wits 
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the  sharper  for  it.  "As  fer  me,  I 
never  could  get  on  with  Sarah.  I 
think  she's  the  bossiest  woman  I 
ever  seen.  Just  look  how  she  bosses 
Jake.  Mebbe  he  was  a  bit  wild  in 
his  young  days,  I  ain't  a-sayin'  he 
wasn't,  but  there  ain't  no  use  holdin' 
it  agin  him  all  his  life.  He's  been 
good  and  steady  ever  since  an  1  it 
ain't  been  made  easy  fer  him  nuther. 
Squire  Johns  says  he's  the  best  fine 
work  carpenter  in  town  and  he's 
surprised  he  ain't  riz  to  be  a  con- 
tractor. It's  my  opinion  that 
Sarah's  jest  naturely  knocked  all 
the  gumption  outer  him,  what  with 
orderin'  him  around  and  remindin' 
him  uv  what  he  can't  ferget." 

Miss  Martha's  black  eyes  snapped 
and  her  needles  clicked  viciously, 
for  she  had  known  Jake  Cochran 
when  he  was  as  handsome  a  boy  as 
his  son,  the  beau  of  Hillsboro,  and 
not  the  drawling,  bent  man  with 
the  apologetic  manner. 

"Well,  I  dunno  as  to  that,"  re- 
plied her  companion,  failing  quite  to 
grasp  this  point  of  Miss  Martha's, 
and  continuing  to  exploit  her  own 
argument,  "but  I  do  know  Sarah's 
the  most  ambitious,  managing 
housekeeper  I  ever  seen.  An'  it's 
my  opinion  that  a  woman  ought  to 
do  the  bossin'  if  she  can  do  it 
better'n  her  man.  If  it  hadn't  been 
fer  Sarah's  sense  Jake'd  gone  from 
bad  to  worse." 

"I  ain't  sure  Sarah  can  boss 
better'n    Jake,"     contended    Miss 


Martha  obstinately.  "They  never 
was  two  people  more  different  than 
Jake  and  Sarah,  but  that  ain't 
sayin'  that  one's  better'n  t'other. 
Sarah's  practical,  she's  got  energy 
and  system  and  she  can  boss  jobs — 
it  sort-a  comes  natural  with  her — 
but  Sarah  don't  think  much.  Now 
Jake  mebbe  ain't  so  energetic — 
leastways  not  any  more — and  he's 
quiet  and  subdued-like,  but  he  sort-a 
looks  ahead  an'  figures  things  out. 
Now  look  how  they  treat  Will!" 
Mrs.  Schultz's  mind  was  wandering, 
but  Miss  Martha  was  now  far  too 
interested  in  following  her  own 
thoughts  to  stop.  "Sarah  babies 
Will  and  spoils  him,"  she  went  on, 
"and  can't  see  no  fault  in  him. 
She  never  will  'low  Jake  to  advise 
him  or  correct  him,  thinkin'  Will 
knows  more'n  Jake  and  tellin'  him 
so,  most  likely.  Now,  what  with 
that  new  position  and  Sarah  hangin' 
on  his  very  words,  and  all  the  girls 
settin'  their  caps  fer  him  and  the 
boys  followin'  him  like  a  flock  uv 
sheep,  Will's  that  stuck  on  himself 
he's  walkin'  on  air.  He  ain't  bad. 
I  ain't  blamin'  him,  but  he  jest 
thinks  the  whole  world's  made  fer 
him.  Jest  see  him  after  that  birth- 
day dance  they're  givin'  him  to- 
night, he'll  be  that  set  up!  Jake 
jest  has  to  stand  by  an'  see  how 
things  are  goin'  without  bein'  able 
to  do  nothin',  but  he's  worried,  you 
kin  see  that.  Mark  my  words, 
Will's  goin'  to  have  a  tumble  one  of 
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these  days  and  it's  goin'  to  be  hard 

on  Sarah,   but  it'll  make  her  see 

things  different." 

"My  land!  Sarah's  takin'  in  her 

sheets,   it  must   be   eleven,"    cried 

Mrs.     Schultz,     who    had    caught 

hardly  a  word,   and  they  rose  in 

haste  to  look  after  their  dinners. 
***** 

Miss  Martha  was  right.  Jake 
Cochran  was  worried  about  Will 
and  with  good  reason.  He  was  espe- 
cially disturbed  the  next  morning 
as  he  sat  reading  his  newspaper  in 
the  sitting  room  before  breakfast, 
for  Will  hadn't  come  home  from  the 
dance  of  the  night  before:  his  door 
had  stood  open  and  Jake  had  seen 
the  smooth,  unused  bed  as  he  came 
downstairs.  He  had  closed  the  door 
and  told  Sarah  to  let  Will  sleep. 
She  would  worry,  he  told  himself 
and  besides,  Will  might  turn  up  any 
minute.  Still,  he  had  vague  mis- 
givings. 

His  reflections  were  interrupted 
by  the  loud  clang  of  the  front  door- 
bell. 

If  Jake  Cochran  felt  uneasy  as  he 
ushered  in  Squire  Johns,  a  prosper- 
ous but  rustic-looking  gentleman  of 
a  country  town,  Sarah,  who  joined 
them  at  once  in  clean  cap  and  apron, 
did  not.  Immediately  she  took  all 
matters  of  hospitality  from  Jake's 
hands:  she  relieved  their  visitor  of 
his  hat,  installed  him  in  the  best 
chair  the  parlor  afforded,  straight- 
ened tidies  and  put  up  the  green 


window-blinds  in  a  breathless  flurry, 
keeping  up  the  while  a  lively 
monologue. 

"Ain't  it  a  fine  morning,  Squire 
Johns?  I  was  jest  sayin'  to  Jake, 
it's  a  pity  nobody  but  us  old  folks 
enjoys  the  finest  part  of  the  day. 
Now  there's  Willie  a-sleepin'  up- 
stairs. But  then  the  poor  boy," 
her  voice  grew  fond,  "was  out  half 
the  night  and  he  needs  his  rest, 
what  with  his  new  work  and  respon- 
sibility." 

Squire  Johns,  sitting  stiffly  in  the 
huge  plush  chair,  mopped  his  face 
with  his  handkerchief  and  coughed 
uneasily;  he  merely  nodded  in 
reply  to  Mrs.  Cochran,  and  then 
addressed  himself  to  Jake,  who  had 
deposited  his  slouched  frame  in  a 
rocker  near  him. 

"Jake,"  he  said  gruffly,  "I  came 
to  see  you  on  account  of  Will." 

"Oh,  Squire  Johns,  ain't  that 
right  kind  of  you,  now.  You  don't 
know  what  an  interest  Willie  takes 
in  the  business  and  how  he  works!" 

But  Jake,  still  uneasy,  drawled, 
"Ain't  Will  doin'  well?" 

"Jake,"  resumed  the  squire,  still 
mopping  his  head,  "some  folks  say 
I'm  a  hard  man,  but  you've  worked 
for  me  for  fifteen  years  and  you 
know  I  never  done  nothing  but 
what  was  square  with  you.  What 
I'm  going  to  say  ain't  easy,  but  I 
tho't  you'd  bear  it  best  from  me. 
Shall  Sarah  hear  it  too?" 

Jake's  worried  eyes  were  full  of 
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a  dead  heavy  pain  and  he  slumped 
more  in  his  chair  as  if  pushed  down 
by  a  crushing  burden.  He  seemed 
to  be  awaiting  a  blow  in  the  face,  he 
shrank  so.  Sarah  stared  at  him 
and  then  at  the  squire,  non-plussed. 
What  had  Jake  done?     He  looked 

afraid.     Could  he  have ?     No, 

no,  that  was  too  long  ago. 

At  length  Jake  looked  up,  first 
toward  his  wife  and  then  toward 
the  squire. 

"Yes,  she  had  better  hear  it  too," 
he  said  in  his  drawling,  toneless 
voice.  "She'll  have  to  know  some 
time." 

The  moment  was  a  tense  one  as 
they  waited  for  the  squire  to  speak. 
Giving  his  flushed  face  a  final  mop, 
he  spoke  swiftly. 

"To  say  it  straight  out,  the  new 
inspector  went  over  the  books  last 
night  and  found  a  shortage  of  a 
thousand  dollars  in  Will's  accounts." 
He  sank  back  breathless. 

In  Jake's  face  there  was  little 
change;  the  blow  he  had  feared 
had  fallen,  that  was  all.  To  Sarah, 
all  unprepared,  having  little  knowl- 
edge of  business,  the  words  had,  at 
first,  little  meaning.  Then  in  a 
flash  as  she  stared  stupidly  at  the 
two  men,  she  grasped  the  signifi- 
cance of  the  pain  in  Jake's  face, 
and  the  truth  came  upon  her  with 
awful  force. 

"Does  he  mean  that  Willie  has 
stolen  a  thousand  dollars?  "  It  was 
a  horror-stricken  appeal. 


Dumb  and  helpless,  the  two  men 
nodded.  Amazement,  incredulity, 
horror,  played  over  her  dazed  fea- 
tures and  still  she  had  no  real  sense 
of  what  her  son  had  done;  what  she 
saw  was  a  calamity,  fallen  suddenly 
upon  them,  which  would  take  Willie 
away — arrest  Willie! 

"Oh,  it  can't  be;  it  can't  be;" 
she  cried  vehemently,  not  knowing 
what  she  said.  "I  thought  it  was 
Jake  you  meant.  Oh,  Willie  will  be 
arrested!"  And  she  fell  to  weeping 
softly  in  her  apron. 

Jake's  eyes  were  full  of  pity — 
he  had  known  it  would  be  an  awful 
blow  to  Sarah;  he  must  help  her 
some  way. 

"He  won't  be  arrested,  Sarah," 
he  said;  then,  as  if  half -determined 
to  speak  again,  he  looked  at  the 
squire.  He  too  was  passing  through 
an  ordeal,  the  handkerchief  was 
working  vigorously. 

"Jake,"  he  said  at  last,  "I  came 
to  tell  you  first  so  as  to  give  William 
a  chance.  If  he  can  pay  the  money 
back,  all  right;  if  not,  of  course" — 
the  squire  wanted  to  be  kind,  but 
the  shrewdness  of  years  of  money- 
getting  held  him,  and  a  thousand 
dollars  was  a  big  sum  in  Hillsboro. 

"Will's  gone,"  replied  Jake  in  his 
lifeless  voice. 

"Gone!  he's  in  his  bed!"  came 
incredulously  from  Sarah. 

"Will's  gone,"  reiterated  Jake, 
"and  I  can't  pay  the  money  down, 
but — "        A     new     determination 
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strengthened  his  face  and  he  sat  up 
straighter  as  he  saw  the  squire  hesi- 
tate. "I'm  not  goin'  to  stand  by 
and  see  my  son  stamped  with  dis- 
grace without  doin'  somethin' !  Yes, 
stamped  with  disgrace — that's  what 
it'd  mean.  Look  at  me!  I  ain't 
never  meant  to  tell  this  again,  but 
it  can't  do  no  harm  and  mebbe  it'll 
make  you  see  things  different. 
Your  brother,  Cal,  and  I  was  good 
friends  when  we  was  young.  We 
was  both  lively  and  high-spirited 
and  we  sort-a  led  the  town  a  lively 
pace.  Well,  one  night  we  was 
comin'  home  from  Franklin  just 
drunk  enough  to  be  feelin'  fine  and 
ready  for  fool  stunts.  When  we 
got  to  Simmons'  corner  I  dunno 
what  put  it  into  our  heads — we 
was  hungry,  I  guess — anyway  Cal 
dared  me  to  crawl  into  Simmons' 
grocery  window  and  get  some  pret- 
zels and  crackers.  Whatever  Cal 
dared  I  always  done;  so  I  dumb 
in  and  made  considerable  noise 
rummagin'  'round,  fergettin'  that 
old  man  Simmons  was  sleepin'  up- 
stairs. All  at  once  the  stairdoor 
opened  and  in  he  stepped!  Cal 
just  had  one  leg  in  the  winder,  so 
he  got  off;  but  I  was  standin'  in  the 
middle  of  the  floor  in  full  view. 
Well,  you  know  the  rest:  the  old 
man  thought  I  was  tryin'  to  rob 
the  safe.  Cal  didn't  realize,  I  guess, 
for  he  ran  off  that  night  and  no- 
body fiver  knew  about  him.  It 
looked   mighty   peculiar,   my   bein' 


there  alone;  so  even  though  they 
let  me  go  'cause  they  couldn't  prove 
nothin',  still  nobody  believed  me. 
They'd  talk  behind  my  back  in 
whispers  when  I  come  around  and 
I  got  a  hang-dog  feelin'  that  knocked 
all  the  ambition  right  out  uv  me. 
I  ain't  blamin'  Cal.  He  never 
knew  how  it  was,  I  guess;  but  he's 
gettin'  along  first  rate  as  a  big  con- 
tractor in  Chicago  and  he  didn't 
have  no  more  brains  than  I  had — 
that  just  shows — I  ain't  sayin'  that 
Will's  case  is  like  ours.  He  took 
money  and  ran  off,  but  the  disgrace 
is  the  same  in  both  cases.  Will 
ain't  bad;  he  needed  a  lesson  and 
he's  had  a  hard  one.  What  I  ask, 
squire,  is  that  you  give  Will  the 
chance  your  brother  had  and  I 
never  did.  I'll  pay  the  thousand, 
the  house'll  mortgage  for  eight 
hundred  and  I've  saved  consider- 
able." 

Jake  sat  erect  now;  his  tone  had 
changed  during  the  long  recital 
from  the  listless  mumble  to  direct, 
dignified,  clear-cut  speech.  His  list- 
eners stared. 

Then  the  squire  was  on  his  feet. 

"Jake,"  he  said,  "let  me  shake 
hands  with  you.  So  it  was  you 
and  my  brother  Cal?  It  did  look 
queer,  you  in  there  alone,  but  you 
and  Cal  would  have  done  it  just 
like  that;  you  were  a  pair!  But 
man,  man,  to  think  you  stood  all 
this  for  stealing  pretzels  and  Cal  got 
off — and  you  never  told!     My  own 
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brother ! — That's  all  right  about  the 
thousand.     We'll  call  it  square." 

"I'll  pay  the  thousand."  Jake's 
tone  was  final:  he  drew  himself  up 
to  his  full  height.  He  was  really 
a  tall  man. 

"I  guess  you  will  then,"  ac- 
quiesced the  squire  after  a  time,  not 
displeased,  "but  if  we  can  find  the 
boy,  we'll  send  him  to  Cal,  and  he 
shall  start  again.  Good  morning, 
sir."      Jake  followed  him  out. 

Sarah  Cochran  did  not  stir;  she 
sat,  a  dazed,  inert  figure,  her  apron 
still  over  her  face.  She  seemed 
paralyzed  in  mind  and  body:  her 
whole  world  had  fallen  in  ruins 
about  her  and  she  could  make  no 
struggle  to  free  herself  from  the 
debris.  Willie  was  a  thief;  he 
would  be  arrested,  but  Jake — Jake 
had  saved  him.  But  Willie  was 
gone  and  Jake — she  felt  a  certain 
troubled  awe  of  him  as  a  small 
nature  does  for  a  greater  one  which 
can  cope  with  things  and  conquer 
while  the  weaker  are  helpless.  She 
must  cling  to  someone  and  in  Jake 
there  was  a  new  dominance,  a 
strength  which  seemed  to  augur  a 
sure  support  that  would  help  her  to 
build  up  again  her  little  system  and 
readjust  the  scale  of  her  affec- 
tions. 

When  Jake  came  back  he  found 
her  so.  Realizing  her  terrible  help- 
lessness with  a  sensitiveness  exag- 
gerated by  his  own  suffering,  he 
had  for  her  a  pitying,  protecting 


sympathy;     her    very    limitations 
drew  them  together. 

"There,  mother,"  he  whispered, 
his  hand  on  her  shoulder,  "It'll 
come  out  all  right.  We'll  bear  it 
together." 

Sarah  looked  up  at  this  tall, 
stooping  man  with  the  tender  eyes. 

"Jake,"  she  faltered,  "I  haven't 
been  a  good  wife  to  you.  I  haven't 
been  a  good  mother  to  Willie.  I 
never  let  you  have  your  way  with 
him." 

"We  all  make  mistakes,  mother. 
It'll  all  come  out  for  the  best." 
He  patted  her  shoulder  gently:  he 
had  not  called  her  mother  since  Will 
was  small  and  it  was  a  new  bond. 

Sarah  Cochran  did  not  realize  the 
significance  of  that  moment.  Yet 
without  understanding  why,  she 
found  in  Jake  the  moral  support 
she  needed  in  her  helplessness.  In- 
tuitively she  turned  toward  this 
new  dominance  and  strength  she 
felt  in  him  and  Jake  Cochran  be- 
came for  the  first  time  in  thirty 
years  the  head  of  his  own  house- 
hold. 
*  *  *  *  * 

The  next  Sunday  morning  the 
usual  crowd  of  village  folk  lingered 
outside  the  Methodist  church  to 
discuss  the  week's  gossip. 

"Will  left  you  right  sudden, 
didn't  he?"  inquired  Miss  Martha 
of  Squire  Johns.  She  thought 
there  was  something  extraordinary 
about  his  departure,  especially  since 
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Sarah  talked  about  his  going  so 
little. 

"Why,  yes,  he  did,"  returned  the 
squire,  stopping  a  moment  to  pull 
out  a  clean  handkerchief,  "that's 
the  way  we  always  have  to  give  in 
to  younger  brothers.  Of  course 
Cal  asked  him  some  time  ago  and 
then  in  this  letter  he  said  he  had  a 
vacancy  right  off,  so  of  course  I  told 
Will  I  could  easy  put  Jim  Rogers 
in  his  place  and  he  shouldn't  stand 
back.  There's  no  use  keeping  back 
ambitious  young  folks,  say  I,  no 
sir!"  The  squire  after  this  effort 
mopped  his  face  and  even  Miss 
Martha  was  satisfied. 

"I  guess  Sarah  misses  him  a 
heap,"  she  replied.  "She  seems 
kinder  quiet-like  lately  and  ain't 
half  so  set  up  as  she  used  ter  be. 
And  she's  payin'  more  'tention  to 
Jake  too.  Why,  she  actually  said 
at  the  Aid  Society  last  week  how 
Jake  likes  his  pies  made  and  then 
agin  she  'lowed  Jake  didn't  'prove 
of  them  Saturday  night  concerts 
on    the    street,    an'    Sarah    didn't 


neither  from  what  she  said.  First 
thing  we  know,  Jake'll  be  runnin' 
Sarah."  And  she  turned  down  the 
next  street. 

She  spoke  more  truly  than  she 
knew.  As  Sarah  walked  home  with 
Jake  she  actually  leaned  on  his 
arm,  intent  on  what  he  was  saying. 

"Mother,"  he  said,  "Squire  Johns 
tells  me  that  he  "had  a  letter  from 
Cal  and  Cal  said  that  Will  came  to 
him  and  made  a  clean  breast  of  it 
all  and  begged  for  a  chance  to 
start  again.  Cal  said  he  would  give 
it  to  him,  rememberin'  old  days, 
mebbe.  Will  sent  five  hundred  back 
to  the  squire  and  he's  goin'  to  work 
out  the  rest.  He  has  stuff  in  him, 
Sarah,  that  boy  has;  he'll  come 
out  all  right." 

Jake  drew  himself  up  as  he  stood 
champion  for  his  son. 

"Do  you  think  it'll  last,  Jake?" 
queried  Sarah. 

"Of  course  it  will,  mother,"  he 
returned  with  assurance,  and  she 
accepted  the  word  of  her  husband. 
Jane  Kinsey,  '17. 
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BOOK  REVIEW 


Hepaticas,  Anne  Douglas  Sedg- 
wick's story  in  the  August  Atlantic, 
shows  a  real  artistic  digestion  of  the 
war.  In  it  the  characters  are  de- 
veloped, not  transformed,  by  the 
war,  which  appears  only  as  it  clari- 
fies or  intensifies  these  characters, 
and  is  not  allowed,  itself,  to  assume 
the  leading  role.  The  lot  of  a  little 
dancing  girl  may  be  indirectly 
shaped  by  the  war's  effect  upon  a 
young  Englishman;  but  in  the  end 
she  is  the  same  Dolly  as  in  the  be- 
ginning, and  an  impossible  situa- 
tion is  not  solved  by  the  war  which 
has  helped  to  complicate  it. 

Mrs.  Bradley,  a  soldier's  widow, 
has  made  her  one  son,  and  the 
beauty  which  she  pre-eminently  finds 
in  her  hepaticas,  her  life;  and,  her 
son  gone  to  war,  she  fives  only  in 
dread  of.  losing  him.  When  at  last 
his  leave  does  bring  him  home,  he 
comes  only  to  tell  his  mother  that 
he  has  married  a  little  dancing  girl, 
so  that  his  unborn  child  may  have 
some  other  care  than  that  of  the 
foolish  mother.  And  Jack's  mother, 
when  her  son  has  gone  back  to  war, 
brings  his  wife  to  her  home,  to  wait 
for  the  coming  child.  Day  by  day 
she  realizes  how  entirely  Jack  has 
done  for  himself  by  marrying  the 
little  dancing  girl,  who  is  nothing 
more  nor  less  than  her  dazzling 
teeth  and  golden  hair,  with  whom, 
in  a  moment  of  glamour  before  the 


war,  Jack  had  adventured  into 
"fairyland."  And  finally,  she  sees 
all  too  clearly  that  she  can  find  in 
the  face  of  the  baby,  upon  whom 
she  had  pinned  her  hopes,  no  other 
trace  of  the  father  than  his  eyes. 
In  the  end  she  has  so  entirely  fore- 
seen Jack's  future  with  his  wife  and 
child,  that  when,  in  the  time  of 
the  hepaticas,  word  comes  of  his 
death  in  action,  she  can  feel, 
stronger  than  her  own  loss,  her 
relief  for  him. 

The  irony  of  the  story  is  enforced 
by  convincing  characterization. 
Dolly,  not  bad  at  all,  yet  com- 
pletely incapable  of  appreciating 
any  possible  improvement  upon 
herself,  and  who  interprets  her 
wifely  duty  as  hoping  that  "poor 
old  Jack  wasn't  in  those  horrid 
trenches,"  could  never  be  happy 
in  the  home  of  a  quiet,  dowdy  lady. 
Mrs.  Bradley,  whose  instinct  has 
been  so  sharpened  by  the  war  that 
she  can  see  with  Jack  that  the  sac- 
rifice had  to  be  made,  is  yet  too 
much  refined  to  perceive  anything 
but  ruin  in  what  she  had  made  the 
best  of.  And  Jack,  in  his  capacity 
for  delicate  suffering,  [is  completely 
her  son.  Mrs.  Sedgwick  has  seized 
these  three  characters  accurately 
enough  to  make  their  situation  felt 
as  poignantly  without  a  solution. 

But  vividly  as  the  characters 
have  been  drawn,  they  have  not 
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been  left  to  carry  of  themselves. 
The  weakness  of  the  story  is  that 
it  has  been  colored,  has  been  told 
in  a  heightened  manner.  The 
hepaticas  have  to  bear  too  many 
adjectives,   and  Dolly  too  minute 


a  comparison  to  the  Dorothy  Per- 
kins rose.  The  war  is  justifiably 
used  as  artistic  material  only  when 
the  handling,  as  well  as  the  con- 
ception of  it,  is  controlled. 

M.  K.  H.,  '16. 
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Dear  Trp: 

Before  the  first  announcement 
that  "  there  will  be  a  meeting  of  the 
Undergraduate  Association  in  the 
Chapel  at  7.30,"  I  want  to  make  a 
plea  for  the  concerts  that  were 
given  up  last  year.  We  have  very 
little  music  here  at  Bryn  Mawr, 
and  our  delight  in  Pinafore  last 
spring  showed  how  welcome  "  heard 
melodies"  can  be  after  a  year  of 
depending  on  "those  unheard." 
Of  course,  Philadelphia  offers  many 
rare  treats,  but  many  of  us  are  kept 
away  by  many  and  various  reasons; 
for  example,  Training  Rules  during 
"the  Season,"  and  Major  and  Post 
Major  classes  on  Friday  afternoons. 
We  were  enthusiastic  about  de- 
priving ourselves  to  relieve  the  war 
sufferers  last  year,  and  still  should 
be,  but  is  there  not  some  other  way 
to  swell  the  funds  of  the  Relief 
Committee  than  by  giving  up  the 
concerts? 


Dear  Tip: 

It  seems  rather  strange  to  write 
for  the  first  issue  of  the  year  when 
everything  should  be  most  encour- 
aging and  pleasant,  a  "Conviction" 


that  the  need  for  a  bi-monthy  Tip 
has  passed.  I  do  not  want  to  be 
discouraging  in  any  way,  for  there 
is  certainly  a  great  place  for  such  a 
magazine  as  Tip  in  Bryn  Mawr. 
Tip  was  made  bi-monthly  rather 
than  monthly  because  until  last 
year  there  was  no  frequently  pub- 
lished periodical  in  the  College  in 
which  current  news  of  various  kinds 
and  opinions  on  topics  that  came 
up  each  week  and  needed  immediate 
attention  could  be  published.  But 
last  year  the  College  News  was 
organized  to  fill  this  need.  Tip's 
purpose  is  again  purely  literary. 
When  a  literary  paper  appears  too 
often  it  is  hard  to  get  enough  good 
contributions  for  it,  especially  in 
such  a  small  College  as  Bryn 
Mawr  and  interest  in  it  flags.  If 
Tip  became  a  monthly  again — 
there  would  be  more  time  for  the 
editors  to  collect  interesting  mate- 
rial (not  to  speak  of  the  saving  of 
time  for  the  editors  themselves!); 
also  the  College  would  be  more 
interested  because  the  coming  of 
Tip  would  be  not  merely  a  fort- 
nightly happening  but  a  real  event 
in  each  month.        A.  T.  S.,  '17. 
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DULCI  FISTULA 

RELATIVE  VALUES 

(With  apologies  to  James  Thomson) 

Alas!  the  summer's  joy  is  brought  to  nought. 

Tennis  and  swimming  now  have  reached  their  end. 
For  one  by  one,  raving  and  quite  distraught, 

I  marked  a  long  loose  line  approach  and  wend 
Athwart  the  Library's  gray  cloistered  square: 
Each  read  a  little  book,  and  tore  her  hair. 

I  heard  them  speaking,  each  one  to  her  mate : 

"What  have  you  done  this  summer,  pray?     And  why 

Are  you  thus  sad,  as  if  oppressed  by  Fate?" 
(Pretending  she  was  cheerful !)  In  reply 

The  other  spoke,  and  when  she'd  said  her  say 

The  first  one  sobbed  assent,  and  went  her  way. 

"From  playing  tennis  with  the  nicest  men 
Through  June,  July  and  August,  and  since  then 
From  reading  French  and  Dutch  with  all  my  might : 
I  wake  from  day-dreams  to  this  real  night. " 

"From  riding,  swimming,  dancing  (all  half  spoiled 
By  summer  reading  over  which  I  toiled), 
From  trying  to  do  both  (it  isn't  right!), 
I  wake  from  daydreams  to  this  real  night." 

But  in  the  Lib.  a  shrouded  Senior  stood 

And  shook  her  head,  as  one  by  one  they  passed. 

Her  hand  held  forth  a  crepe-decked  B.A.  hood, 
And  in  a  stricken  voice  she  spoke  at  last: 

"Ye  happy  ones!  Although  ye  do  not  pass! 

Ye  have  the  refuge  of  an  Oral  Class!" 

"  From  doing  Oral  reading  for  three  years, 

From  groaning  over  Oral  Class  with  tears, 

From  learning  words  until  my  hair  turned  white, 

I  wake  from  day-dreams  to  this  real  night!"         L.  E.  S.,  '16. 
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r  House  of  Flowers 
The  very  best  in  cut  flowers 
and  plants 
Graduation  Bouquets  a  Specialty 
for  our  Special  Discount  for 
Schools  and  Colleges 
Successor  to  ROBERT  KIFT 
1725  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia     :     Phone,  Spruce  2136 

BLACK  and  WHITE  SHOP 
L  W.  MULREADY 

MILLINERY  AND  IMPORTER 

NEW  LOCATION 

125  SOUTH  SIXTEENTH  STREET 

FORMERLY  AT  1305  WALNUT  STREET 

ABRAHAM  C.  BELL 

iFnterfor  decorator 

VISIT  THE  UNUSUAL  SHOP 
Graduation — and  Gifts  for  all  occasions 

1708  CHESTNUT  STREET 

PHILADELPHIA 
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CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 
LADIES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 

EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 

First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 


Special  Prices  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS  CRETONNES 

WALL  PAPERS  FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  sport  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

J6J8-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


KIEFERLE 

Dressmaking  and  Tailoring 

of  Special  Distinction 

2005  Walnut  St. 

Philadelphia 

CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 

PHILADELPHIA 
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GEORGE  ALLEN 

Incorporated 

1214 CHESTNUT  STREET 1214 

IMPORTER 

TRIMMED  HATS    :    FLOWERS 

RIBBONS        :       LACES        :        VEILINGS 

SILKS    :    VELVETS    :    HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 


Bell  Phone,  Gtn.  1480-01 


Open  Evenings 


JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 

1872 —  Caterer — 1872 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 


Estimates  carefully  given      ::     First-class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — Accommodates  100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 
leges, Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 
and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL  :  SHEEP  :  LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED   BEEF  ROOM   always  open  (or  inspection 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  941 

Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,  N.  Y. 

Makers  oi 

CAPS,  GOWNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  Colleges 
and  Universities 

Bulletins,  etc. ,  upon  request 

Correspondence  Solicited 

Rich  Gowns  for  Faculties.  Pulpit  and  Bench 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULT 

Every  Banking  Facility 

A.  A.  HIRST.  President  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES,  Treasurer 

P.  A.  HART,  Trust  Officer 


E.M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 
Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa.         Ardmore,  Pa. 
JOHN  J.   McDEVITT 


PRINTING 


Programs 
Bill  Heads 


Tickets 
Letter  Heads 


Announcements 
Booklets,  etc. 


915  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR.  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolare  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr,  Pm. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.        Ml  Kinds  of 
Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

ARTS   AND    CRAFTS   GUILD 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsic  i 
value  but  individuality. 
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WAISTS,  COATS 
AND  SUITS 

AT  REASONABLE  PRICES 

Originals  and  Copies  of  Imported 
MODELS  as  welt  as  our  Own  Adaptations 
for    Afternoon,  Evening  and    STREET   WEAR 

PHONE,   WALNUT   1239 

107-109  SOUTH   THIRTEENTH   STREET  (JUST  BELOW  CHESTNUT)   PHILADELPHIA 


HARRY  GANE 


GEO.  G.  SNYDER 


GANE  &  SNYDER 

DEALERS  IN 

Fancy  Groceries,  Meats  &  Provision: 

PHONE  CONNECTION 

824  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


BELL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


8.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 

1833  Spruce  Street 

Furrier  Hab.t  Making  A  Specialty 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK,  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 


"COLUMBIA' 

Athletic  Appare/  for  Girls  and  Women 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
CANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTER. 


GYMNASIUM   SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TKoUSERS 
LQUESTK.ENN."  CLOTHES 
AlHuETIC  ^KiRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 

Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL    MAKERS 

301  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

/'■■/it.  "  B"  for  calalo  ui 


THE  ROOSEVELT 


2027  CHESTNUT  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 


For  Receptions,  Weddings  and  Banquets 

CHARLES  RILEY  &  SON,  Caterers 

Caterers  to  University  of  Pennsylvania 
and  Bryn  Mawr  College 
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KARCHER  &  REHN  CO. 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 

Funiture  of  Quality 


A  visit  to  our  warerooms  is  invited 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 


10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 


es  ana  tarameis 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a   box  of  SAUTTER'S, 

1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


HOSKINS 

for 

STUDENTS'  SUPPLIES 

and 

SOCIAL  STATIONERY 

904-906  Chestnut  St.,  Phila. 


INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists,  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  damage  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    €>    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING.  PHILADELPHIA 

A.  POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :  Printing  s  Engraving 

PERSONAL   CARDS    AND    SOCIETY    - 
ENGRAVING.  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN   THE   HEART   OF  PHILADELPHIA 


THINGS  out  of  the  ORDINARY 


13th  above  Walnut,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
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COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND  DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 


N.   J.    LYONS 

BICYCLES  ^SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEELS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307-W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


Bailey.  Banks  &  Biddle  Co.     BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 


Diamond  Merchants.  Jewelers 
Silversmiths.  Heraldists.  Stationers 

CHESTNUT  STREET   :   PHILADELPHIA 


Mutumn 

Styles 

Mre  Ready! 


Steigerwalt,  1420  Chestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 


BRYIS  MAWR 
HARDWARE  COMPANY 

Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


"Careful  Handling"  and  "Quality" 

Wilson  Laundry 


C.  £.  Wilson, 

Proprietor 


Bryn  Mawr, 

Penna. 


ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PLANTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 

henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 

FLORIST 

FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "Made  in  Rosemont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 


WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 


DEALER  IN 


Choice  Recleaned  Oats,    Flour,   Feed,    Baled   Hay    and 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc..   Hardware,  Paints,  Oils,  etc. 

BRYN  MAWR 


FRANK  J.  FLOYD 

MEN'S,  WOMEN'S  and  CHILDREN'S 
OUTFITTER 

DRY  GOODS  and  NOTIONS 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
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CANDY   TASTES  BETTER 
FROM  A  DAINTY  BOX 
LIKE  THIS 


Sampkr 


Whitman V  Sampler  cr  ccrn?:«CihV  fcfeocc-- 
late-covered  mint-marshmallows,  honey- 
white  nougat,  chocolate-covered  cara- 
mels, "1842"  bitter  sweets,  chocolate- 
covered  liquid  cherries  and  other 
appealing  dainties. 

The  charming  package  reproduces 
an  old-fashioned  "sampler" — a  box 
you'll  want  to  keep.      One  dollar. 

Local  Agencies: 
Henry  B.  Wallace  Wm.  H.  Ramsey 

H.  W.  Whitaker  Frank  W.  Prickett 

Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 


SPAT  BOOTS 

The  strong  demand  for  Spat  Boots  has 
exhausted  the  stock  of  most  stores. 
Plenty  here.  See  the  new  lace  "Spat" 
— the   newest   New  York   innovation. 
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1230  MARKET  STREET 


"IXf  E  ARE  better  prepared  than  ever  to  tailor 

to  the  wants  of  young  ladies. 
FASHIONABLE  FABRICS  AND   FASHION    PLATES 
RECEIVED  MONTHLY 

CLEANING,  PRESSING,  REMODELING 

F.  W.  CROOK 
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The    reliable    Apothecary    of     Rohuoht    and 
B*tm    Mawh    has    been    authorised    to    furnish   the 
College  Students  with  Drugs,  etc.     All  prescriptions 
are  compounded  by  competent  graduates  only. 
Messenger  calls  at  eaoh  hall,  at  11  a.m.  daily. 
Bryn    Mawr  (2    Stores)   Rosemont   J 


We  are  interested  to  know 

How  Many  Students  Patronized  Binder's  for  Shampooing, 
Hair  Dressing  and  Toilet  Goods 

the  past  season.     When  you  do  come  in  tell  us  and  ask  for  sample   cake 

Binder's  Tar  Soap 

Thirteenth  above  Chestnut  Street 


Jayne's  Expectorant 

HIS  Valuable  Remedy  for  Coughs  and  Colds  has  been  sold  generally 
throughout  the  world  for  nearly  one  hundred  years,     It  is  believed 
that  no  similar  remedy  has  been  used  so  widely  nor  for  so  long  a 
period,  and  that  none  has  given  more  universal  satisfaction. 

It  can  be  purchased  at  any  druggist's,  either  in  Liquid  or  Tablet  form. 
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EDITORIALS 

Fortunately,  the  meaning  of  the  name  of  our  beloved  Tip  is  not  one 
of  the  facts  which  rumor  has  completely  forgotten  to  preserve;  it  has 
only  lain  fallow.  "Oh,  Tipyn  o'Bob  is  Welsh,"  we  have  been  accustomed 
to  answer  easily  when  questioned  upon  the  derivation  of  our  title.  "We 
don't  know  just  what  it  does  mean.  Bryn  Mawr  is  Welsh,  you  know — 
something  about  a  hill."  But  we  are  no  longer  eager  to  change  the  sub- 
ject; Tipyn  o'Bob  means  "a  little  bit  of  everything."  We  might  have 
guessed;  there  is  the  sound  of  the  meaning  in  the  words.  Perhaps  seeing 
the  same  departments  always  between  the  little  yellow  covers — Dulti, 
College  Convictions,  Book  Reviews — some  one  sighs,  "There  is  no  place  for 
the  dialogue  I've  written;  it  doesn't  come  under  anything."  Then  Tip 
will  make  a  place  for  it;  no  matter  what  form  your  idea  has  taken,  when- 
ever you  have  "got  out"  anything,  drop  it  in  the  Tip  box  in  Taylor, 
which  welcomes  all  things  catholically  and  confidentially. 

"A  little  bit  of  everything."  Tip  aims  to  represent  the  literary 
life  of  the  college,  which,  again,  reflects  the  character  of  the  current  stu- 
dent body.  Perhaps  our  feverish  convictions  cannot  wait  for  Tip's  less 
frequenl  appearances;  perhaps  we  do  long  to  try  the  descriptive  pen. 
Then  fcake  the  cash  nor  heed  the  rumble  of  a  distant  generation.     If  old 
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departments  are  no  longer  useful,  they  must  be  replaced  by  those  which 
more  nearly  hit  the  present  need.  We  have  seen  enough  classes  come  and 
go  to  know  how  the  personality  of  the  college  changes  with  each  different 
combination  of  four;  enough  to  feel  the  fascination  of  this  fluctuating 
composite  character.  Year  by  year  we  realize  more  fully  that  to  wait 
for  a  new  idea  would  be  to  pass  an  inactive  life,  that  achievement  means 
the  catching  of  the  particular  individual  color  of  an  old  idea.  We  see 
that  Tip's  freshness,  its  immediate  and  human  interest  depends  on  its 
accurate  reflection  of  this  ephemeral  combination  of  student  qualities. 
The  Tip  box  waits. 


"That  man  really  spoils  the  whole  subject  for  me!"  It  is  at  the  table, 
probably  at  luncheon,  when  we  have  just  come  from  the  morning's  lec- 
tures, and  the  topic  of  conversation  is  one  of  the  professors  and  the  course 
he  is  presenting. 

Much  has  been  said,  much  has  been  written  in  comment  upon  the 
critical  spirit  of  the  Bryn  Mawr  undergraduate.  That  is,  however,  too 
general  a  term  distinctively  to  describe  us.  Is  not,  perhaps,  the  char- 
acteristic Bryn  Mawr  critical  attitude  a  part  of  our  standard  of  con- 
formity, of  a  definite  sense  of  "good  form"?  Once  let  a  professor  fail  of 
that  "light  and  happy  touch"  which  is  with  us  all-essential,  and  we  are 
incapable  of  approaching  him  without  prejudice.  If  his  personality  is  not 
such  as  to  dominate  us,  we  allow  our  own  to  come  between  him  and  us 
to  such  an  extent  that  the  whole  effect  of  the  course  is  annulled.  There 
is,  between  professor  and  class,  a  close  and  important  interaction.  We 
had  impressed  upon  us  last  year,  the  psychological  effect  upon  our  pro- 
fessors, of  rows  of  empty  seats;  it  is  not  difficult  to  represent  to  ourselves 
by  analogy  the  effect  of  a  negative  or  definitely  unsympathetic  attitude. 
We  would  be  the  last  to  advocate  an  unthinking  acceptance  of  all  that 
we  hear  in  the  class  room,  or  yet  a  "sullen  silence"  in  regard  to  those 
things  in  a  course  or  its  presentation  which  fail  to  satisfy  us.  But  without 
laying  aside  an  intelligently  critical  attitude  can  we  not  accept  what  a 
course  can  give,  for  exactly  what  it  is  worth?  Can  we  not  recognize 
that  it  may  not  conform  with  our  own  standard,  and  may  yet  offer  us  a 
store  of  ideas  without  which  we  would  be  the  losers? 
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"And  now,  Sir  Benjamin,  won't 
you  tell  us  the  real  story,  the  in- 
side of  what  the  papers  got?" 
Mrs.  Beauchamp  leaned  forward  as 
she  spoke.  There  was  something 
soothing  and  sympathetic  about 
everything  she  did,  and  her  voice, 
particularly,  with  its  low,  vibrating 
huskiness  always  induced  people 
to  talk  to  her,  sure  of  a  good  lis- 
tener. "My  husband  and  I,"  she 
continued,  "as  you  know,  knew 
Colonel  Royce  when  he  was  still 
at  Sandhurst  before  he  went  out 
to  India.  His  mother  and  I  were 
great  friends." 

Sir  Benjamin  Entwhistle  looked 
around.  It  was  a  small  dinner  and 
all  the  guests  were  old  friends  of 
his  and  of  his  mother  and  father, 
and  all  had  known  Colonel  Royce 
or  his  family.  They  had  been  dis- 
cussing an  item  of  news  in  that 
morning's  paper  which  had  been 
further  amplified  and  embroidered 
in  the  evening  account.  It  was 
the  suicide  of  Colonel  Dallas  Royce. 

Everyone  in  London  who  did 
not  know  Colonel  Royce  personally 
had  heard  of  him.  Everybody 
knew  the  story,  how  young  Royce, 
then  only  a  lieutenant,  had  returned 
to  London  from  India  on  leave  five 
yeare  before,  had  been  made  a 
colonel  and  received  a  D.  S.  0.  for 
"conspicuous  gallantry  under  fire," 
and    had    immediately    joined    an 


expedition  to  the  Upper  Nile;  how 
he  had  been  lost  from  the  party 
and  had  turned  up  in  London  two 
months  ago  with  an  account  of 
the  natives,  their  customs,  religion, 
and  hatred  of  the  British  that  elec- 
trified the  government.  And 
everyone  had  read  the  testimony 
of  Royce's  servant,  given  at  great 
length  in  the  Evening  Times  re- 
garding the  suicide.  It  appeared 
that  Royce  had  left  orders  not  to 
be  awakened  until  nine  o'clock. 
When  the  servant  went  to  call 
him,  he  found  his  master  leaning 
back  in  his  great  armchair  before 
the  desk,  a  bullet  through  his  head 
and  a  revolver  still  clasped  in  the 
stiff  right  hand  resting  on  the  arm 
of  the  chair  and  his  papers  all  in 
order  before  him. 

Everyone  knew  the  story  in  some 
such  general  outline.  No  one  could 
formulate  any  reasons  for  his  death. 
He  left  a  moderate  fortune  in  trust 
for  his  two  little  nephews;  he  was 
successful  as  the  world  counts  suc- 
cess; popular  with  his  fellows; 
famous  for  his  miraculous  return 
from  the  jungles  of  Africa  where 
he  had  been  lost;  he  was  never 
known  to  have  been  in  love;  and 
was  in  excellent  health.  To  these 
people  who  had  known  and  admired 
Royce  his  death  was  very  strange 
and  terrible,  there  seemed  no  ac- 
counting for  such  an  action  in  a 
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man  of  his  temperament,  and  they 
felt  that  the  truth,  however  tragic, 
would  be  a  welcome  relief. 

Sir  Benjamin  began: 

"You  may  remember  the  death 
of  Professor  Hodder  about  three 
years  ago,  and  you  may  also  re- 
member that  he  had  one  daughter. 
No  one  knew  them  well,  but  I  was 
occasionally  invited  for  dinner 
when  the  Professor  had  made  some 
particularly  brilliant  discovery  or 
received  a  particularly  interesting 
specimen  which  he  wished  to  dis- 
cuss with  me.  We  went  together 
on  that  famous  expedition  to  Peru 
back  in  the  nineties,  which  pos- 
sibly you  have  read  about,  and  ever 
since  then  it  had  been  his  generous 
custom  to  try  to  include  me  in  his 
epoch-making  researches.  I  would 
receive  a  note  from  Lucy — his 
daughter's  name  was  Lucy — invit- 
ing me  to  dine  there  next  evening 
as  "it  would  give  my  father  and 
myself  great  pleasure . ' '  They  never 
considered  the  possibility  of  my 
refusing  and  I  always  went.  Then 
we  would  sit  around  a  table  at  one 
end  of  a  great  dark  hallway,  the 
flames  from  the  huge  fireplace 
making  the  cloth  glow  warmly  and 
casting  our  shadows,  grotesquely 
elongated  clear  down  the  length 
of  the  room.  Dinner  was  served 
in  silence  by  an  alert,  noiseless 
Chinaman,  whom  Professor  Hodder 
had  brought  back  from  another  of 
his  remarkable  expeditions.     After 


the  table  was  removed  and  we  were 
sitting  round  the  fire  with  cigars 
and  Madeira,  that  mellowest  of  all 
wines,  Lucy  would  bring  out  a 
large  tray  with  the  latest  curiosities, 
sometimes  ancient  jewelry  or  earthen 
pots,  sometimes  bones  or  slabs  of 
stones  covered  with  hieroglyphs. 
Then  we  would  talk  till  well  to- 
wards midnight,  and  inspiring  talk 
it  was,  too,  of  the  native  people 
in  remote  countries,  of  their  peculiar 
customs  and  religion,  and  of  the 
possible  bearing  the  knowledge  of 
these  things  might  have  upon  our 
further  knowledge  of  prehistoric 
races  and  the  dawn  of  mankind. 
Never  shall  I  forget  his  fine,  long 
face,  the  regular  features  and  high 
cheek  bones  over  which  the  ivory 
skin  was  stretched  like  parchment, 
the  thin  red  lips  so  straight  and 
grim  and  the  clear  grey  eyes  under 
highly  arched,  black  brows,  the 
whole  framed  in  thick  white  hair. 
It  was  the  face  of  a  divine  rather 
than  of  a  famous  explorer  and  stu- 
dent of  barbarous  peoples,  but  the 
shrunken,  misshapen  body  bore 
testimony  of  the  hardships  he  had 
endured. 

"Lucy  inherited  her  beauty  and 
intellect  from  her  father.  She  had 
the  same  regular  features,  and  clear, 
white  skin,  the  same  gray  eyes  and 
delicate,  arched  brows,  the  same 
proud  poise  of  the  head  crowned 
with  thick,  black  braids,  and  the 
same   keen  mind.      But   from   her 
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mother  she  must  have  gotten  that 
silent,  watchful,  steadfast  devotion 
which  characterized  her  attitude 
toward  her  father.  It  must  have 
been  very  difficult  for  a  young 
woman  of  her  beauty  and  wit  to 
remain  shut  up  with  no  other 
company  than  her  father  and  his 
books;  yet  she  never  complained 
of  the  most  exacting  duties  her 
father  unconsciously  imposed  upon 
her.  Several  times  I  asked  her 
to  go  with  me  to  the  theater  or  a 
concert,  but  it  always  happened 
that  the  professor  needed  her  at 
home,  something  had  to  be  cata- 
logued or  his  old  wound  was  trou- 
bling him — there  was  always  some- 
thing. I  don't  think  she  ever  left 
the  house  except  for  the  necessary 
shopping  or  on  some  business  of 
the  professor's. 

"One  evening  as  we  were  sitting 
in  our  accustomed  places,  the  bell 
rang  and  Lucy,  with  a  quick  glance 
at  her  father,  went  swiftly  down  the 
hall  and  opened  the  door  herself. 
I  heard  her  low  greeting  and  a 
man's  voice  in  answer;  then  the 
two  of  them  came  back  into  the 
firelight.  I  had  not  been  at  the 
house  for  some  time,  but  I  must 
confess  I  was  surprised  at  this 
development.  The  man  was  tall 
and  very  fair,  the  lightness  of  his 
hair  contrasting  oddly  with  the 
bronzed  skin  and  brown  eyes  almost 
black  with  short,  thick,  black  lashes. 
The   jaw   was   square,    cleanly   cut 


and  a  little  protruding.  As  he 
spoke  to  Professor  Hodder  he  smiled 
and  his  whole  face  lighted  up  while 
little  wrinkles  gathered  around  his 
eyes.  'He  is  older  than  he  looks/ 
I  thought.  He  was  introduced  to 
me  as  Colonel  Dallas  Royce  and 
then  I  remembered  the  newspaper 
accounts  of  him  which  we  had  all 
read  at  the  time  of  his  return  from 
India. 

"  After  they  had  gone  into  the 
library  the  professor  sat  very  still 
with  his  head  in  his  hands.  After 
a  few  seconds  he  looked  up  and 
went  on  telling  me  about  the 
articles  on  the  tray  before  him. 
He  was  very  nervous  and  kept 
moving  the  things  about  as  he 
talked.  Finally  I  remarked  on 
what  a  fine  looking  man  I  thought 
the  colonel  was. 

"  'Yes,  he  is  a  splendid  young 
man,'  he  said,  smiling  rather  sadly, 
'and  he  will  do  great  things,  but,' 
with  sudden  emphasis,  '  he  must  not 
take  my  daughter  away  from  me.' 
Then,  as  if  ashamed  of  betraying 
his  feelings  so  openly,  he  imme- 
diately asked  me  if  I  had  read  Dr. 
Friedrich's  new  book,  'The  German 
Interests  in  Central  Africa.' 

"I  had  always  known  that  Pro- 
fessor Hodder  was  selfish,  wrapped 
up  in  himself,  his  work,  and  all 
that  concerned  either,  but  I  was 
unprepared  for  such  an  outbreak 
from  a  man  so  habitually  reserved, 
There  was  something  preposterous 
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and  awful  in  this  careless  baring  of 
a  soul;  a  shock  at  being  admitted 
unreservedly  and  against  one's  will 
into  the  most  private  thoughts  of 
a  man.  I  hardly  knew  what  to 
say  and  would  have  been  utterly 
at  a  loss  if  Lucy  and  Colonel  Royce 
had  not  just  then  come  out  of  the 
library. 

"I  noticed  that  both  of  them 
were  very  pale;  the  Colonel  looked 
ghastly  under  his  tan,  and  Lucy 
drooped,  dull  and  spiritless  in 
strange  contrast  to  her  usual  light, 
erect  carriage.  At  the  time,  how- 
ever, I  was  too  anxious  to  get 
away  to  attach  much  importance  to 
these  signs  and  hastily  took  my 
leave. 

"  After  I  had  gotten  about  half 
way  down  the  block  I  heard  quick 
steps  behind  me,  then  Colonel 
Royce's  voice,  'Sir  Benjamin,  may 
I  speak  with  you?  You  are  an  old 
friend  of  Professor  Hodder's,  I  be- 
lieve. Will  you  come  into  my  club? 
We  can  talk  there.' 

"I  don't  need  to  give  you  the 
details  of  our  conversation.  From 
the  moment  I  saw  his  face  under 
an  arc  light  as  we  were  crossing  the 
street,  a  face  looking  as  if  carved 
out  of  bronze  so  stern  and  immobile 
it  was,  I  knew  what  he  wished  to 
say  to  me,  and  from  that  moment 
dated  our  friendship,  as  firm  as  it 
was  brief.  There  was  no  need  of 
words;  it  was  a  natural  and  com- 
plete  understanding.      I   knew   at 


once  that  he  loved  Lucy  Hodder, 
that  he  had  asked  her  to  marry 
him  and  that  she  had  refused. 
But  we  went  into  the  Club  and 
talked;  it  seemed  to  relieve  him 
immensely  to  be  able  to  talk  of 
Lucy  to  someone  who  knew  and 
appreciated  her.  He  was  to  join 
a  party  to  the  Upper  Nile,  sent 
out  by  the  government  to  make 
a  survey  of  the  country,  and  in 
the  month  before  the  expedition 
started  he  spent  most  of  his  time 
with  me.  He  went  to  see  Lucy 
once  before  he  left.  I  think  he 
misjudged  her  a  little,  underesti- 
mating her  sense  of  duty.  But 
he  never  doubted  her  love  for 
him,  and  I  think  he  realized  before 
he  went  that  she  could  have  acted 
in  no  other  way." 

"After  Royce  had  gone  I  still 
continued  my  occasional  visits  to 
Professor  Hodder.  Things  there 
seemed  just  the  same  except  that 
Lucy  was  a  little  paler  and  quieter. 
To  any  casual  observer,  however, 
this  might  be  merely  the  effect  of 
the  heat,  for  the  Hodders  always 
stayed  in  town  until  very  late  in 
the  spring. 

"About  September  I  suddenly 
decided  to  go  with  Major  Dippel 
on  his  canal  commission.  We  were 
to  be  three  months  at  the  Panama 
canal  and  three  at  the  Suez,  and 
would  get  back  to  England  some 
time  the  following  spring. 

"When  we  arrived  in  Cairo  in 
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January,  Dippel  had  a  good  deal 
of  correspondence  to  attend  to,  so 
I  was  left  pretty  much  to  myself 
during  the  first  week.  That  was 
how  I  met  Lucy. 

"She  was  sitting  at  one  of  the 
tables  on  the  terrace  of  the  large 
European  hotel  in  Cairo,  quite 
alone  as  far  as  I  could  see.  She 
was  looking  down  into  the  street, 
utterly  unconscious  of  the  people 
around  her  and  absorbed  in  watch- 
ing the  eddying,  kaleidoscopic  crowd 
below,  the  dusky  faces  and  the 
gaudy  colors  of  turbans  and  scarfs, 
here  and  there  the  brilliant  white 
of  a  European,  and  the  dusty  herd 
of  little  gray  mules  standing  by 
the  fountain  in  the  middle  of  the 
square.  She  did  not  hear  me  the 
first  time  I  spoke  to  her,  but  on 
my  second  attempt  she  turned  with 
a  little  cry  of  surprise.  All  over 
the  piazza  people  craned  their 
necks.  She  was  a  startling  figure 
as  she  stood  up  to  greet  me,  slim 
and  dark  in  a  clinging  black  dress, 
her  head  held  high  and  a  deep 
flush  over  her  cheeks. 

We  sat  down  and  she  told  me 
that  her  father  had  died  in  Novem- 
ber, very  suddenly,  from  heart 
failure.  She  had  written  to  tell 
me  of  it,  she  said,  as  her  father  had 
always  been  fond  of  me,  but  the 
tetter  must  have  reached  Panama 
just  after  I  left.  For  some  time  we 
talked  of  Professor  Hodder  and 
his  work,  and  the  evenings  we  three 


had  spent  together  in  front  of  the 
great  hall  fireplace.  Finally  she 
told  me  that  she  had  come  out  to 
Cairo  to  meet  Colonel  Royce,  as 
she  had  written  that  she  would  do. 
I  told  her  the  expedition  was  not 
expected  for  several  months,  but 
she  said  she  preferred  to  wait  here 
in  Cairo.  Extraordinary  that  a 
character  should  be  at  once  so  self- 
confident  and  so  shy! 

"We  stayed  in  Cairo  for  two 
weeks  and  I  saw  Lucy  nearly  every 
day,  and  did  my  best  to  get  her 
acquainted  with  these  new  sur- 
roundings. She  learned  Arabic 
very  quickly  and  had  soon  quite  a 
coterie  of  donkeymen  and  bazaar 
keepers  who  adored  her. 

"On  returning  from  the  Suez 
canal  we  stopped  for  a  day  in  Cairo. 
Lucy  had  heard  nothing  from 
Royce,  although  the  British  Con- 
sulate had  received  news  that  the 
expedition  was  returning.  At  Gi- 
braltar, I  found  a  telegram  from 
Lucy  saying  that  Royce  had  not 
returned  with  his  party  and  that 
she  had  set  out  to  find  him.  Aghast 
at  such  foolishness  I  cabled  the 
consul,  but  it  was  too  late,  and 
when  I  arrived  in  London  a  long 
letter  was  waiting  for  me  explaining 
that  Royce  and  three  others  had 
been  lost  from  the  party  a  month 
before  they  left  the  jungles,  that 
she  had  all  the  data  his  friends 
could  furnish  and  was  well  equipped; 
finally  that  he  was  all  she  had  in 
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the  world  and  that  she  must  find 
him. 

"I  never  saw  Lucy  Hodder  again. 

"A  year  ago,  four  years  after  these 
events  took  place,  a  thick  note- 
book was  sent  to  me  which,  on 
opening,  I  found  to  be  a  diary 
written  by  Lucy  during  her  search 
for  Colonel  Royce.  It  was  very 
characteristic  of  the  girl;  simply  a 
chronicle  of  each  days'  events,  the 
places  they  camped,  the  villages 
tHey  passed,  the  clues  they  fol- 
lowed. There  was  an  account  of 
a  conversation  with  the  chief  of  a 
village  who  pointed  out  the  place 
where,  he  said,  he  had  seen  Colonel 
Royce  drowned.  From  the  diary 
I  learned  that  Lucy  had  settled  in 
that  place  and  was  starting  a 
school  for  the  native  children.  At 
that  point  the  diary  stopped.  But 
stuck  between  pages  was  a  note  on 
soiled  brown  paper,  written  in  a 
cramped,  laborious,  handwriting. 
The   characters   were   blurred   and 


half  obliterated,  but  I  managed  to 
make  out  that  Rukh  Ling,  Miss 
Hodder's  faithful  and  obedient  ser- 
vant, sent  this  book  to  Sir  Ben- 
jamin Ent  whistle  in  accordance 
with  his  beloved  mistress'  last  com- 
mand. 

"So  she  was  dead,  I  knew;  but 
how  or  in  what  conditions  she  died 
no  one  will  ever  know.  But  I 
thought  it  was  better  so,  now  that 
her  father  was  dead  and  Royce 
gone,  too,  lost  in  the  jungles  of 
central  Africa. 

"As  you  know  Royce  returned; 
thrilled  the  world  with  the  stories 
of  his  wanderings.  But  he  came 
first  to  me  and  all  he  said  was 
'Where  is  Lucy?'  I  gave  him  the 
journal  and  the  note,  and  he  took 
them  away  with  him,  thanking  me 
quietly  for  having  kept  them. 

"Well,  you  know  the  rest.  The 
journal  was  not  found  among  his 
papers;  he  must  have  burned  it 
before  he  shot  himself." 

Elizabeth  S.  Granger. 


AN    IMPRESSION 


I  have  a  deep  interest  in  a  point 
about  which  I  do  not  expect  to 
have  my  curiosity  satisfied.  The 
object  of  my  concern  I  first  saw 
in  the  hotel  dining  room,  at  a 
nearby  table.  To  me  her  name  is 
"The  Cross  Lady."  She  was  mid- 
dle-aged, with  a  square  face,  and 
her  mouth  was  a  thin  horseshoe. 


with  its  ends  pointing  down.  The 
most  forbidding  scowl  darkened 
her  features.  However,  this  was 
at  breakfast,  and  I  have  read  some- 
where that  everyone  reverts  to  the 
primitive  savage  before  breakfast. 
So  now,  when  I  awake  in  the  best 
of  health  and  worst  of  humors,  in 
such  a  state  of  mind  that  I  take 
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as    a    personal    affront    a    simple  and  whenever  I  did  so,  I  noticed 

"Good  morning/'  I  know  that  it  is  a  wave  of  depression  settling  upon 

reversion  to  the  savage  type,  and  me.      I   constantly  had  the   hope 

wait    calmly    for    the    cheerfulness  that    she    might    be    smiling,    and 

that  the  breaking  of  fast  produces,  wanted    to    see   if    her    smile    was 

I  felt,   therefore,   that  there  were  as  terrible  as  her  frown.     My  hope 

extenuating  circumstances  for  "The  never   was    fulfilled,    so   there   lies 

Cross  Lady."     However,  the  cross  always   at  the   back  of  my  mind 

expression     continued     throughout  this  question,  "Was  she  really  as 

the  other  meals.      I  found  it  im-  cross  as  she  looked?" 
possible  to   resist   looking  at   her,  Eugenie  Donchian,  1917. 


A  DIALOGUE 


He — Pray,  let  me  go  now,  Sweet,  my  wooing 
You  knew  for  but  a  summer's  play. 
I  swear  I  will  not  love  you  longer, 
For  fear  this  gentle  love  grow  stronger 
And  wildly  work  its  own  undoing. 

So  kiss,  and  choose  the  wiser  way : 

Pray,  let  me  go  now,  Sweet,  my  wooing 

You  knew  for  but  a  summer's  play. 

She — Though  love  encompass  its  own  ruin, 
I  fain  must  choose  the  certain  pain. 
The  fault  it  was — I  now  accuse  you — 
That  I  would  rather  keep — and  lose — you 
(Fault  of  those  days  you  pleased  to  woo  in) 

Than  give  you  up  and  haply  gain. 
Though  love  encompass  its  own  ruin, 
I  fain  must  choose  the  certain  pain. 
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The  Cherry  Orchard,  Tchekhov's  plays,  —  Chief   Contemporary   Dra- 

last  play,  has  been  chosen  by  Mr.  matists.      In    The   Cherry   Orchard, 

Dickinson     to     represent     Russian  Tchekhov  independently  ignores  all 

drama  in  his  collection  of  modem  the  "dramatic  possibilities"  which 
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the  English  and  American  drama- 
tists whose  plays  have  been  included 
in  Mr.  Dickinson's  volume  would 
see  in  the  combination  of  people 
whose  happiness  is  bound  up  with 
Madame  Ranevsky's  cherry  orchard. 
The  moments  of  high  emotional  ten- 
sion in  Madame  Ranevsky's  life 
are  long  ago  over  and  done  with; 
she  is  only  a  passive  sufferer  in  the 
event  which  forms  the  sole  happen- 
ing of  The  Cherry  Orchard.  The 
play  has  no  plot  at  all.  Madame 
Ranevsky  and  her  brother,  Gayef, 
are  forced  to  see  the  cherry  orchard 
where  their  youth  and  that  of  their 
ancestors  has  been  passed  sold  at 
auction;  that  is  everything  which 
happens  in  the  play. 

We  are  never  in  suspense  as  to 
the  outcome  of  the  situation.  From 
the  first  we  perceive  that  Madame 
Ranevsky  and  her  brother  are  in- 
capable of  action;  that  there  can 
be  nothing  to  hinder  the  dreaded 
sale.  Madame  Ranevsky  goes  on 
lavishly  giving  away  to  tramps  and 
servants  the  money  she  borrows; 
Gayef  plays  at  billiards  and  makes 
fruitless  journeys  to  the  city, — 
while  the  auction  comes  and  goes. 
But  we  are  too  entirely  preoccupied 
with  the  effect  the  approaching 
blow  is  to  have  upon  these  people 
to  consider  that  time  is  merely 
being  got  through,  and  that  noth- 
ing happens  from  act  to  act  until 
the  sale  of  the  property. 

Madame    Ranevsky    has    come 


back  from  Paris  and  the  lover  who 
has  drained  her  of  what  money 
could  be  squeezed  from  her  estate, 
come  back  to  the  Cherry  Orchard 
to  try  to  find  again  the  happiness 
of  her  days  of  youth  and  purity; 
she  weeps  in  her  joy  to  be  home 
again  and  kisses  the  dear  old  cup- 
board in  her  nursery.  Gayef  prom- 
ises always  not  to  talk  too  much, 
but,  under  pressure  of  emotion,  he 
apostrophizes  Nature  and  the  old 
cupboard,  and  then  in  embarrass- 
ment hastily  makes  an  imaginary 
play  in  billiards.  Barbara,  the 
practical  adopted  daughter,  sees 
all  that  she  has  by  dint  of  hard 
economy  saved  from  the  household 
expenses,  squandered  in  an  hour  by 
Madame  Ranevsky's  generosity. 
Anya,  Madame  Ranevsky's  beloved 
young  daughter,  forgets  even  the 
Cherry  Orchard  in  the  visions  of 
a  new  dawn  for  humanity  which 
Trophimof  sets  before  her, — Tro- 
phfmof,  a  young  student  who  is 
too  much  above  love  to  under- 
stand Madame  Ranevsky  and  who 
is  unable  to  pass  his  university 
examinations.  How  are  these  people 
to  struggle  against  the  approaching 
sale  of  the  Cherry  Orchard;  how 
are  they  to  listen  to  Lopakhin,  the 
rich  peasant  when  he  tells  them 
that  they  must  cut  the  Cherry 
Orchard  up  into  villa  lots  and  lease 
the  lots  to  get  money  to  save  the 
rest  of  the  estate? 

"Cut  down  the  cherry  orchard?' 


BOOK  REVIEW 


11 


exclaims  Madame  Ranevsky.  "Ex- 
cuse me,  but  you  don't  know  what 
you  are  talking  about.  If  there  is 
one  thing  that  is  interesting,  re- 
markable in  fact,  in  the  whole 
province,  it's  our  cherry  orchard." 

"There's  nothing  remarkable 
about  the  orchard  except  that  it's 
a  very  big  one,"  Lopakhin  replies. 
"It  only  bears  once  every  two  years, 
and  then  you  don't  know  what  to 
do  with  the  fruit.  Nobody  wants 
to  buy  it." 

"Our  cherry  orchard  is  mentioned 
in  Audrey  evsky's  Encyclopaedia," 
says  Gayef. 

And  Firs,  the  old,  old  servant, 
recalls,  "In  the  old  days,  forty  or 
fifty  years  ago,  they  used  to  dry 
the  cherries  and  soak  'em  and 
pickle  'em  and  make  jam  of  'em; 
and  the  dried  cherries " 

"Shut  up,  Firs,"  Gayef  tells  him. 

But  Firs  does  not  hear  or  heed. 
"The  dried  cherries  used  to  be 
sent  in  wagons  to  Moscow  and 
Kharkof.  A  heap  of  money!  The 
dried  cherries  were  soft  and  juicy 
and  sweet  and  sweet  smelling  then. 
They  knew  some  way  in  those 
days." 

"And  why  don't  they  do  it 
now?"  asks  Madame  Ranevsky. 

"They've  forgotten,"  Firs  an- 
swers;  "nobody  remembers  how 
to  do  it." 

Anya  listens  to  Trophfmof  who 
says  that  the  cherry  orchard  is 
hateful   bemuse  Anya's  forefathers 


who  owned  it  also  owned  serfs; 
Madame  Ranevsky  gives  her  purse 
to  her  peasants;  Gayef  promises 
that  all  will  be  well, — his  aunt,  the 
Countess,  will  surely  send  something 
and  he  will  put  his  name  to  a  note; — 
Madame  Ranevsky  gives  a  dance 
the  day  of  the  auction.  There  is 
no  longer  any  nobility  to  come  and 
the  stationmaster  and  the  post- 
office  official  have  been  invited  in. 
And  Lopakhin,  whose  father  was 
owned  by  Madame  Ranevsky's 
father  and  his  father  before  him, 
buys  the  estate.  Madame  Ranev- 
sky goes  back  to  Paris;  Anya  and 
Trophimof  set  off  to  Moscow  for 
Trophimof  to  pass  his  examinations; 
and  Firs,  whom  Madame  Ranevsky 
had  thought  sent  to  a  hospital,  lies 
down  in  the  old  nursery  to  die  as 
the  sound  of  axes  cutting  down  the 
cherry  orchard  comes  in  through 
the  windows. 

Gayef  said  of  his  sister  once, 
"She  married  a  man  who  was  not 
a  nobleman,  and  it's  no  good  pre- 
tending that  she  has  led  a  virtuous 
life.  She's  a  dear,  kind,  charming 
creature,  and  I  love  her  very  much, 
but  whatever  mitigating  circum- 
stances one  may  find  for  her,  there's 
no  getting  round  it  that  she's  a 
sinful  woman.  You  can  see  it  in 
her  every  gesture." 

It  is,  in  a  sense,  true  of  the 
brother  as  well  as  of  the  sister. 
They  are  dear,  kind,  charming 
creatures,  but  they  have  no  energy, 
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no  virtue.  They  and  their  class 
have  burned  themselves  out;  they 
will  go  on  after  the  play  has  ended 
as  they  did  before  it  began, — gen- 
erous, purposeless,  engrossed  in  the 
coldness  of  the  journey,  their  old 
servants,  and  the  cherry  orchard. 


Their  uselessness  and  the  inevitable- 
ness  of  their  being  supplanted  by  a 
newer,  less  graceful  generation  give 
to  the  series  of  tableaux  which 
reveals  their  characters  as  tragic 
a  unity  as  a  closely  knit  plot. 

M.  K.  H.,  '16 


DULCI  FISTULA 


AN  INVENTORY 


One  little  man  as  tall  as  I, 
With  coal-black  hair  and  solemn  eye. 
He  owns  a  brand  new  motor  car, 
But  he  lives  far  away,  quite  far. 
Another  man  I  know  is  fair, 
With  great  blue  eyes  and  yellow  hair, 
But  he  is  dead,  quite  dead  to  me, 
For  I  have  cut  him,  don't  you  see. 
The  third  is  like  the  second,  too, 
But  he  is  tall  and  of  blonder  hue, 
And  he's  as  useless  as  the  rest, 
For  I  am  East  and  he  is  West. 
Alas!  my  fate  I  see  is  sealed; 
There's  naught  to  do  but  gently  yield, 
An  old  maid  doomed,  I  stand  aside 
And  watch  the  men  folks  by  me  ride. 
C.  Q.  D.     The  fleet's  in  the  harbor. 


J.  R.,  '18. 
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EDITORIALS 

Tipyn  0'  Bob,  in  spite  of  its  leisurely  habit  of  appearing  only  every 
two  weeks,  does  not  want  to  be  lumbering;  it  aims  by  holding  the  mirror 
up  tc  college  nature  to  keep  abreast  with  the  times.  In  order  that  Tip's 
departments  may  be  elastic  enough  to  include  any  material  of  which  its 
contributors  may  be  inspired  to  make  literary  use,  we  are  initiating  a  new 
department,  which,  for  want  of  a  more  descriptive  name,  we  are  calling 
Impressions.  The  letters  which  formerly  figured  as  College  Convictions 
will  be  absorbed  into  these  more  general  Impressions,  but  it  is  hoped  that 
this  broader  term  may  include  a  variety  of  literary  reactions  whose  name 
shall  be  also  legion.  The  "high-lights"  which  were  the  quest  of  a  past 
Daily  Themes  class;  the  mutterings  of  the  Vox  Populi;  local  satire — 
anything  which  has  claimed  the  literary  attention  of  Tip's  writers  has  a 
place  in  the  new  department. 

Among  these  Impressions  we  hope  to  find  some  which  will  give  the 
department  a  title.  Golden  Treasury  might  perhaps  be  forbidding  in  its 
suggestion  of  polished  gems;  to  High  Lights  we  cannot  lay  legitimate 
claim;  what  name  would  title  the  miscellany  of  opinions  and  records  with 
which  we  hope  to  keep  Tii'  in  touch  with  contemporary  college  life? 
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The  derivation  of  the  word  "college"  from  the  Latin  collegium,  "body 
of  colleagues,"  may  have  something  to  do  with  the  fact  that  here  at 
Bryn  Mawr  we  include  all  our  friends  as  our  "colleagues"  in  everything 
we  do;  we  even  ride  our  hobbies  in  groups  or  pairs.  In  spite  of  the  oft- 
repeated  reminder  that  these  are  the  only  years  of  our  lives  when  we  can 
enjoy  uninterrupted  periods  of  solitude,  few  except  the  more  unsociable 
among  us  have  experienced  this  luxury.  However  eagerly  we  may  have 
looked  forward  to  that  half  hour  when  we  have  "nothing  to  do,"  which 
of  us  can  resist  the  alluring  distractions  offered  by  our  friends?  "Oh,  you 
must  come  to  the  suffrage  candy  sale,"  or  "There  is  just  time  to  get  to  the 
tea-house  and  back  before  hockey,"  and  the  much-vaunted  privacy 
vanishes,  like  a  mirage,  just  as  we  seem  to  have  it  within  our  reach. 

Few  could  endure  the  monotony  of  a  systematic  schedule  of  work 
and  play;  it  is  the  unexpected  moment  of  leisure,  with  its  pleasurable 
thrill  of  surprise,  that  we  should  determine  to  keep  to  ourselves.  In  such 
moments  we  might  develop  interests  of  a  more  purely  personal  character 
than  those  presented  by  any  of  our  college  courses.  Instead  of  the  college 
in  a  body  reading  Bernard  Shaw,  each  one  of  us  would  ride  her  own  pet 
hobby,  whether  it  be  golf  or  social  work,  and  in  that  way  we  would  develop 
as  individuals  rather  than  as  a  type. 

To  learn  to  make  the  most  of  such  solitary  leisure  is  not  difficult;  to 
learn  the  art  of  obtaining  this  leisure  we  have  but  to  call  on  one  of  our 
unsociable  acquaintances  when  she  is  enjoying  such  a  period  of  solitude, 
and  strive  to  imitate  the  stately  formality  or  the  icy  stare  that  greets  our 
rap. 

Twelve  years  ago,  rumor  has  it,  the  first  gray  sweater  appeared  upon 
the  Bryn  Mawr  campus  and  its  advent  was  greeted  with  a  good  deal  of 
criticism.  Hitherto  the  students  had  enveloped  themselves  in  long,  discreet 
"golf-capes"  of  a  somber  blue,  and  wrapped  their  maidenly  figures  in  dull 
brown  or  blue  sweaters.  Could  it  be  right  for  one  to  flaunt  so  frivolous 
a  wrap  as  the  gray  sweater?  Such  lightness  of  color,  such  gayety  in  dress, 
could  it  be  decorous?  Yet,  in  the  past  two  years,  we  have  grown  so  accus- 
tomed to  the  most  brilliant  of  hues,  that  we  fail  to  blink  at  the  figure  which 
dashes  past  our  window  clad  in  the  latest  vermilion  sweater,  atop  a  black- 
and-white  striped  skirt,  and  green  and  white  tennis  shoes.  Indeed  a  drab 
color  is  as  strange  now  as  that  bold  gray  sweater  was  twelve  years  ago. 
The  change  is  most  welcome  to  those  of  us  who  possess  the  love  of  soul- 
satisfying  color.     Life  is  really  keyed  to  a  higher  note  than  dismal  browns 
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and  blues.  The  so-called  pastel-shades  are  all  very  well,  in  their  way,  but 
it  is  only  in  the  riot  of  crimson,  emerald  green,  turquoise  blue,  cerise  and 
burnt  orange  that  our  pagan  tastes  find  satisfaction. 

Vassar,  in  her  recent  anniversary  fete,  held  a  great  pageant,  in  which 
the  illustrious  women  of  former  days — Sappho  with  her  maidens,  garlanded 
with  green,  in  their  vari-colored  Grecian  robes;  Marie  de  France  in 
mediaeval  costume ;  Isabella  D'Este  in  all  the  richness  of  Sixteenth  Century 
Italy — typified  the  colorful  past.  Behind  came  the  students  who  did  not 
figure  in  the  pageant,  clad  simply  in  white  dresses,  but  their  rainbow-hued 
sweaters  and  coats  formed  the  connecting  link  of  color  between  the  ages 
past  and  present. 


THE   LAMP  OF  LOVE 

(After  the  Latin  of  Valerius  Aeditus) 

Ah,  Phileros,  why  do  you  bear 
A  torch  to  make  my  pathway  plain — 
Needless,  and  quenched  by  gusty  air 
Or  sudden  rain? 

My  heart's  flame  gives  sufficient  light: 
Nor  this  nor  that  way  is  it  blown. 
For  Venus'  torch  fails  through  no  might 
Save  Venus'  own.  L.  E    S  ,  '16. 
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Part  I  moved  deftly  and  noiselessly  from 

Esther  Burdett  was  setting  the  stove  to  table  and  from  pantry  to 

table  for  supper.     The  sun  had  set  sink.     When  she  had  finished  her 

some  time  ago  and  the  kitchen  was  work,  she  went  to  the  window  and 

already    dark,    but    this   made    no  stood    watching    for    her    husband 

difference  to  her.     She  kept  every-  and  son  to  come  in  from  the  barn, 

thing  methodically  in  place  and  in  Her  figure  loomed  up  large  against 

any   emergency   could   on   the   in-  the  dim  light  outside,  showing  dis- 

stant  lay  her  hand  on  the  bowl  or  tinctly  the  square-set  shoulders  and 

kettle   required.      In   spite  of  her  the    massive,    firmly-shaped    head 

mt  her    heavy    square    figure    she  with  its  smooth  coils  of  hair.     A 
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saucepan  boiled  over  on  the  stove. 
Without  haste  she  removed  it  and 
sprinkled  salt  which  she  took  from  a 
square  box  on  a  shelf  nearby,  on 
the  place.  As  she  was  returning 
to  her  place  by  the  window,  the 
door  opposite  swung  open  noisily 
and  a  tall  burly  man  stumbled  over 
the  threshold  and  sank  wearily  into 
a  chair.  He  pulled  out  a  large 
colored  handkerchief  and  wiped  his 
forehead,  then  began  to  take  off 
his  boots.  Mrs.  Burdett,  who  had 
been  regarding  him  silently  the 
while,  now  spoke: 

"Where  is  Mark?"  This  was 
all  she  said,  but  her  voice  was 
remarkably  deep  and  full  and  it 
dropped  emphatically  and  scorn- 
fully at  the  name  as  if  she  would 
have  flung  it  far  from  her. 

Burdett  bent  lower  over  his 
boots,  and  said  in  a  tone  which  he 
tried  to  make  as  casual  as  possible : 

"He'll  be  in  presently."  Mrs. 
Burdett  made  no  remark,  but 
turned  with  a  swish  of  starched 
gingham  skirts.  There  was  an 
indefinable  sense  of  scorn  in  the 
action,  as  though  she  would  have 
turned  away  forever  from  the  sub- 
ject of  the  conversation.  She  took 
a  lamp  down  from  a  shelf  near  the 
window  and  set  it  on  the  table. 
Then  she  slowly  and  deliberately 
lighted  it.  The  wick  flared  up  for 
a  moment  and  illumined  startlingiy 
their  two  faces.  It  sparkled  in  the 
woman's    scornful    gray    eyes    and 


deepened  the  ruddy  hue  of  the 
farmer's  cheeks,  then  it  died  down 
to  a  dim  bluish  flame,  marking  a 
small  bright  circle  around  the  base 
of  the  lamp,  but  throwing  deep 
shadows  beyond,  shadows  which 
danced  and  flickered  on  the  walls 
and  ceiling  and  massed  darkly  in 
the  corners. 

"Now! — tell  me  what  he  has 
done.  What  has  he  been  afraid  of 
this  time?" 

Burdett  was  not  startled  by  her 
sudden  sharp  tone,  but  he  rose 
slowly  to  his  feet,  lumbered  over  to 
the  table  and  sat  down  heavily 
near  his  wife. 

"Well!"  he  spoke  slowly.  "Not 
much  of  anything — not  anything 
that  makes  a  great  difference." 

"Disgrace  makes  a  vast  dif- 
ference," said  the  woman  sternly. 
"It  is  terrible  enough  to  know  in 
your  heart  that  your  son  is  a  coward 
without  having  his  shameful  deeds 
ringing  in  everyone's  ears." 

Though  her  voice  was  alive  with 
passionate  scorn,  her  face  retained 
its  stern  and  somewhat  hard  repose. 
She  had  clasped  her  hand  rigidly  in 
front  of  her  as  though  she  would 
by  main  strength  restrain  her  hatred 
and  guard  her  schooled  composure. 

"What  has  he  done?"  she  re- 
peated. 

"Come,  Esther,  you  must  not 
be  so  hard  on  Mark.  'Disgrace' 
and  'shame'  are  fearful  words  to 
use  for  a  little  thing." 
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"  What  has  he  done?  "  Her  tone 
was  dry,  mechanical,  as  though  she 
brought  her  voice  out  with  great 
difficulty,  even  with  pain.  Burdett 
cleared  his  throat  nervously. 

"Elmer  Brown's  colt  that  he 
keeps  in  the  hill  pasture  got  into 
the  ten-acre  lot — and  Mark  was 
digging  potatoes  there.  Well,  Elmer 
saw  he  was  loose  and  came  after 
him."  He  brought  down  his  hand 
heavily  on  the  table  so  that  the 
dishes  rattled  and  the  lamp  flick- 
ered and  flared.  "Well — that  colt 
cut  and  ran  toward  Mark,  and 
before  Mark  had  time  to  stop  him, 
he  went  full  tilt  into  the  barbed 
wire  fence." 

"Had  time!  Had  the  courage, 
why  don't  you  say?  It  might  be 
nearer  the  truth.  Coward!"  She 
turned  and  walked  toward  the 
window  as  though  to  hide  even  from 
herself,  her  shame.  When  she 
turned  back  again  her  face  was  as 
calm  and  hard  as  before,  her  head 
as  rigidly  held,  her  shoulders  as 
firmly  squared. 

"The  colt  would  be  worth  two 
hundred,  I  suppose." 

"Be  quiet,"  said  the  man.  "I 
hear  him  coming." 

The  latch  was  lifted  quietly,  and 
the  door  pushed  open.  A  tall 
figure  with  shoulders  bent  and 
face  averted  passed  silently  through 
the  room.  The  two  sitting  at  the 
table  did  not  look  around,  but  they 
listened  till  the  sound  of  footsteps 


in  the  other  part  of  the  house  died 
away,  and  then  in  unbroken  silence, 
they  ate  their  belated  supper. 

Part  II 

Philip  Thayer,  the  young  minister, 
was  on  his  way  to  see  Mrs.  Burdett. 
He  had  come  to  Amsden  early  in 
May  and  though  it  was  now  late 
in  September,  he  had  still  to  get 
in  touch  with  this  family.  Esther 
Burdett  came  to  church  every 
Sunday,  but  she  had  always  slipped 
away  before  he  came  down  among 
the  congregation.  The  elder  Bur- 
dett had  stopped  his  horse  one  day 
before  the  little  rectory  to  invite 
him  awkwardly  to  visit  his  farm, 
but  this  invitation  had  later  been 
apologetically  postponed  till  the 
next  spring.  Still,  the  affair  had 
got  no  further.  Thayer  thought, 
as  he  drove  along,  of  the  one  time 
he  had  seen  their  son  Mark.  Mark 
had  driven  a  yoke  of  oxen  to  the 
blacksmith's  shop  to  be  shod  and 
was  standing  beside  them  when 
Thayer  passed.  Thayer  remem- 
bered the  contemptuous  greeting  of 
the  hearty  blacksmith,  the  involun- 
tary shrinking  of  the  lad  and  his 
curt  reply.  He  remembered  too  the 
jeering  remarks  of  some  bystander 
and  he  had  seen  for  an  instant  the 
lad's  face,  heavy,  sullen,  with  de- 
fiant eyes  smouldering  beneath  the 
bent,  black  brows.  Since  then 
many  had  been  the  stories  which 
he    had'  heard    of    "that    damned 
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coward  of  Burdett's."  He  thought 
now  of  the  mother's  proud  retire- 
ment and  wondered  if  she  were  not 
in  some  degree  to  blame  and  he 
debated  within  himself  as  to  whether 
he  could  ever  induce  Mark  to  join 
his  new  " Boys'  Club." 

His  horse  stopped  in  the  middle 
of  the  road,  refusing  to  go  an  inch 
further  and  so  put  an  end  to  his 
reveries.  He  was  just  at  the  line 
between  Elmer  Brown's  farm  and 
the  Burdett's.  He  urged  his  horse 
up  the  hill,  looking  about  him 
curiously  the  while.  He  had  never 
been  farther  than  the  Brown  farm 
before  and  he  noticed  with  interest 
how  much  more  sleek  and  handsome 
were  the  cattle  in  Burdett's  road 
pasture  than  those  of  Brown  which 
he  had  seen  a  short  way  back.  He 
noted  the  even,  fresh-painted  fences 
and  the  stone  drinking  trough  in  a 
corner  of  the  pasture.  When  he 
came  out  on  the  level  he  looked 
about  him  with  surprise.  He 
seemed  to  be  on  a  little  plateau  of 
cornfields  with  the  stacks  in  neat 
rows,  on  his  left  stretching  away 
to  the  wooded  Croyden  hills,  on 
his  right  back  to  a  hemlock  grove 
against  which  showed  up  farther  on 
a  group  of  neat  white  farm  build- 
ings. He  went  on  a  bit  farther 
until  he  reached  a  small  farm  house 
in  a  yard  shaded  by  three  ancient  elm 
trees.  He  tied  his  horse  to  a  hitching 
post  which  stood  outside,  opened 
the  gate  and  went  up  the  path. 


Mrs.  Burdett  sat  on  the  vine- 
covered  porch,  darning  stockings. 
She  was  dressed  in  a  gray  gingham 
dress  with  a  wide  white  apron,  and 
a  purple  sunbonnet  lay  with  her 
stocking  bag  on  a  nearby  chair. 
She  raised  her  head  as  Thayer  came 
up  the  garden  path,  regarded  him 
steadily  a  moment,  then  in  a  delib- 
erate manner  picked  up  her  sewing 
and  went  into  the  house.  Thayer 
stopped,  startled. 

"Is  she  going  to  run  away  from 
me?"  he  thought.  Then  he  went 
deliberately  up  the  steps  and  stood 
leaning  against  the  railing.  She 
was  gone  some  time.  When  finally 
she  came  out,  she  carried  a  tray, 
on  it  a  pitcher  and  glass  and  a 
plate  of  cookies.  She  placed  these 
on  a  table  and  indicating  a  chair  to 
Thayer,  sat  down  in  her  former 
place. 

"Good  afternoon,  Mrs.  Burdett," 
said  the  young  minister. 

"Good  afternoon,"  she  answered 
mechanically.  She  poured  him  a 
glass  of  root  beer;  then  she  passed 
him  the  cookies,  but  she  did  not 
take  one  herself. 

"  It  is  a  very  charming  place  you 
have  up  here  on  the  hill." 

"Yes."  She  spoke  patiently  as 
though  she  knew  certain  social 
preliminaries  must  be  endured  at 
the  beginning  of  a  visit. 

"I  regret  that  I  couldn't  come  to 
see  you  before." 

"There's  always  a  great  deal  to 
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do."  She  still  looked  beyond  him 
at  the  distant  hills.  Thayer  was 
half  puzzled,  half  annoyed  at  her 
aloofness. 

"Mrs.  Burdett,  I  came  to  see 
you  about  a  Boys'  Club  which  I 
am  starting  in  the  village.  I 
wanted  to  know  if  your  son  Mark 
would  join?"  He  paused,  noting 
the  frown  which  passed  over  her 
face  at  the  mention  of  her  son. 

"Why,  the  woman  must  hate 
him,"  he  thought. 

"Do  not  speak  to  me  of  him, 
please,"  she  cried  suddenly  in  a 
strained  voice.  "I  never  wish  to 
hear  his  name  again." 

She  rose  and  went  into  the  house, 
shutting  the  door  after  her.  Thayer 
was  amazed  at  her  emotion. 
"Things  must  have  come  to  some 
sort  of  a  crisis,"  he  thought. 
"Anyway,  I'll  try  to  see  the  boy." 

As  he  passed  the  road  pasture 
on  his  way  home  Mark  was  feeding 
a  calf  out  of  a  pail.  His  back  was 
turned,  but  Thayer  recognized  the 
slight  stoop  of  the  shoulders  and  the 
massive  head  so  like  his  mother's. 

"That's  a  fine  calf  you  have 
there." 

The  boy  turned  with  a  start  and 
dropped  the  pail,  spilling  the  milk 
over  the  ground.  He  flushed  darkly 
as  he  noticed  Thayer  watching  him. 
He  picked  up  the  pail  and  gave  the 
calf  a  little  slap  to  send  it  off. 

"Yes,"  he  mumbled.  "It's  my 
own."      He  regarded   Thayer   dis- 


trustfully,   but    he    did    not    turn 
away. 

"Are  you  going  to  set  up  a  farm 
of  your  own  some  time?" 

"No,  I  guess  I'll  never  get 
enough  stock."  He  laughed  a 
little  bitterly,  Thayer  thought.  He 
was  moving  away  when  Thayer 
spoke  again: 

"Wait  a  minute.  I've  something 
I  want  to  speak  to  you  about." 

"Well?"  asked  Mark  curtly. 
"What  d'  you  want?" 

"I'm  the  new  minister,  you 
know."  Mark  nodded.  "Well, 
I'm  getting  up  a  Boys'  Club  and  I 
wanted  to  get  some  of  you  older 
ones  to  start  it.  There'll  be  boxing 
and  swimming  and  that  sort  of 
thing." 

A  gleam  of  interest  came  into 
Mark's  face,  but  it  was  followed 
immediately  by  a  sullen  frown. 

"I  guess  you'd  soon  find  you 
didn't  want  me,"  he  said  harshly. 
"Besides,"  he  added  in  a  changed 
tone,  "I  don't  want  to." 

"Why  not?  I  think  you  would 
feel  differently  after  a  trial." 

But  Mark,  with  a  look  of  distrust, 
almost  of  hatred,  turned  and  walked 
away. 

"Well,  I  won't  urge  you,"  Thayer 
called  after  him,  "but  if  you 
should  change  your  mind  in  a  few 
days,  I'll  be  coming  by  here  again 
and  you  could  let  me  know  then. 
Good-bye." 
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The  following  Wednesday  Philip 
Thayer  was  again  walking  past  the 
Burdett  farm.  As  he  neared  the 
lower  road  pasture,  he  heard  a 
strange  choked  cry.  He  dashed 
ahead  to  the  fence  and  looked  over. 
A  huge  mongrel  bulldog  was  snap- 
ping and  leaping  at  the  little  calf 
which  he  had  seen  the  other  day, 
while  Mark,  holding  his  hands  to 
his  eyes,  stood  nearby.  He  seemed 
paralyzed,  for  he  did  not  move 
or  make  any  sound  after  that 
first  cry  which  Thayer  had 
heard. 

In  a  second  Thayer  was  over  the 
fence  and  running  toward  him, 
shouting  at  the  same  time  for  him 
to  throw  his  coat  over  the  dog's 
head.  But  Mark  stood  like  a 
stone  image  save  for  an  occasional 
convulsive  shudder  of  his  shoulders. 
Thayer  tore  off  his  own  coat  and 
dragged  it  over  the  dog's  jaws  just 
as  he  was  about  to  leap  for  the 
terrified  animal's  throat.  The  bull- 
dog, bewildered  and  enraged,  rolled 
over  and  over  on  the  ground, 
struggling  madly  in  its  efforts  to 
disentangle  its  head  from  the  coat. 
Thayer  spied  a  rope  loose  on  the 
ground.  It  was  the  work  of  a 
moment  to  tie  the  dog  up  to  a  tree. 
Then  he  led  the  trembling  calf  out 
of  sight  of  its  enemy. 

When  he  returned  he  found  Mark 
still  standing  stunned  where  he  had 
left  him,  and  the  lad's  face  showed 
an  agony  of  despair.    Thayer  moved 


quietly  toward  him  and  laid  his 
hand  on  the  boy's  shoulder. 

"The  calf  is  safe,  Mark,  and 
I've  been  waiting  some  time  to 
hear  your  answer.  Will  you  join 
my  Boys'  Club?" 

Mark  turned  sharply  and  a  look 
of  amazement  replaced  the  despair- 
ing one.     Then  he  flushed  hotly. 

"Do  you  still  want  me?"  he 
asked.  But  Thayer  only  smiled 
and  held  out  his  hand.  Mark 
grasped  it  silently  and  the  light  in  his 
eyes  had  almost  the  look  of  peace. 

Part  III 

It  was  several  months  later. 
Meanwhile  Mark  and  Philip  Thayer 
had  become  firm  friends.  Mark 
went  twice  a  week  regularly  to 
help  coach  the  Boys'  Club  in  swim- 
ming or  baseball.  He  would  often 
accompany  the  minister  on  his 
parish  calls  to  sick  people  or  spend 
an  evening  in  Thayer's  little  library. 

One  Saturday  in  May,  after  he 
had  finished  his  work  and  brought 
up  some  wood  for  his  mother,  Mark 
found  himself  on  the  way  to  the 
rectory.  He  walked  along  slowly, 
thinking  of  Thayer  and  all  that  the 
minister  had  done  for  him.  He 
remembered  the  horrible  day  when 
Thayer  had  found  him  after  his 
mother  had  said  she  would  never 
have  anything  more  to  do  with 
him.  From  that  he  came  to  think 
of  his  mother  and  how  much  more 
friendly  she  had  been  lately. 


Fear 


"I  am  different  now,"  he  reflected 
thankfully  and  he  thought  of  how 
this  had  come  to  be,  through 
Thayer's  help  and  encouragement. 
His  friend's  words,  "Forget  your 
fear,"  echoed  in  Mark's  mind. 
Yes,  he  had  almost  forgotten. 
Things  he  had  dreaded  to  do  be- 
fore, like  going  through  the  village, 
had  become  trivial,  easy.  When 
he  heard  sometimes  the  old  jeering 
remarks,  he  held  his  head  high  and 
thought  of  Thayer.  Yes,  he  wasn't 
a  coward  any  more  and  he  knew  it. 
In  his  heart  he  thanked  Thayer. 

When  he  reached  the  rectory, 
the  white-haired  housekeeper  told 
him  that  Thayer  had  gone  out  just 
after  lunch.  "He  might  be  in  the 
village,"  she  said.  So  Mark  walked 
back  along  the  village  street.  He 
met  a  little  girl  who  had  lately  been 
friendly  to  him.  She  said  she  had 
just  seen  Mr.  Thayer  a  moment 
past  riding  big  Black  Ben. 

Suddenly  he  heard  a  shout  and 
people  rushing  out  into  the  street. 
The  little  girl  screamed,  put  her 
hands  over  her  eyes  and  ran  into 
the  shop  behind.  Mark  looked  up. 
It  was  big  Black  Ben  coming  at  full 
speed  down  the  street  and  Thayer 
with  one  foot  out  of  the  stirrup. 
People  came  shouting  after.  He 
was  coming  straight  ahead.  And 
Mark — Mark  stood  rooted  to  the 
ground  and  his  heart  sank  far  down 
inside  him  and  something  thun- 
dered  in   his  brain,  "Do  the  thing 


you  fear,  do  the  thing  you  fear." 
It  was  Thayer's  voice  speaking  in 
his  brain,  but  outside  a  muffled  noise 
filled  his  ears.  He  tried  to  stretch 
out  his  hand,  but  it  fell  back  limp 
at  his  side.  And  all  the  time  he 
saw  everything  with  awful  clear- 
ness. It  seemed  to  him  as  though 
he  had  been  a  year  on  that  spot 
waiting.  He  tried  to  call,  "Thayer, 
I'm  coming,"  but  his  throat  was 
dry  and  the  words  wouldn't  come. 

All  at  once  it  was  too  late.  The 
horse  stumbled  over  a  stone,  Thayer 
pitched  over  his  head  and  lay  still 
in  a  crumpled  heap. 

It  seemed  as  though  there  were 
a  great  noise.  A  mist  came  before 
Mark's  eyes;  he  reeled  back  a  few 
steps  against  the  shop.  The  slight 
shock  steadied  him.  He  straight- 
.ened  up  and  walked  out  of  the  vil- 
lage without  a  glance  back.  He 
turned  into  the  river  road  and 
walked  on  swiftly  toward  the  mill. 
It  was  as  though  suddenly  he  had 
somewhere  to  go,  some  goal  to 
reach.  He  even  ran  a  few  steps 
excitedly.  When  he  came  to  the 
brick  wall  which  overhung  the  mill 
dam,  he  stood  looking  down  irreso- 
lutely at  the  sheer  green  wall  of 
water  which  fell  over  the  top  break- 
ing in  a  white  mass  of  foam  below. 
He  threw  in  a  pebble  and  watched 
it  whirl  at  the  vortex  of  a  minia- 
ture whirlpool,  then  in  an  instant 
disappear.  He  found  himself  mur- 
muring to  himself,  then  he  turned 
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and  quite  deliberately  began  pick- 
ing up  stones  and  putting  them  in 
his  pockets.  He  found  an  old  iron 
cog  wheel  and  he  put  that  in  too. 


He  climbed  carefully  up  on  the 
wall  and  looking  down,  found  the 
spot  where  the  water  swirled  and 
eddied  strongest.  Then  he  jumped. 
Elisabeth  Hemenway,  '17. 


IMPRESSIONS 


Dear  Tip: 

Now  that  the  "Lady  at  Large" 
has  emerged  from  the  feverish  haste 
of  unpacking,  has  gone  through  the 
first  stages  of  the  oral  epidemic, 
and  has  settled  down  at  last,  pre- 
sumably, to  work,  might  I  ask  you 
to  voice  my  plea  for  an  art  that  is 
almost  ready  to  vanish  from  the 
Bryn  Mawr  World — debating?  In 
vain  I,  sad  remnant  of  a  once 
glorious  team,  have  wandered  among 
my  classmates,  begging  them  return 
to  the  noble  paths  of  forensic 
speaking,  but  alas,  "  Hockey — tennis 
— gym — tea — news — town — ' '  are 
as  a  breath  hissed  into  my  face, 
until  I  am  tempted  to  think  that 
the  goddess  who  presides  over 
Bryn  Mawr  appears  in  shin-guards 
and  swimming  cap,  with  a  cup  of 
tea  in  one  hand,  and  a  commuter's 
ticket  in  the  other.  Time  for 
everything  under  the  sun,  but  not 
a  half  hour  to  give  over  to  clear, 
logical  speech.  Too  bad,  is  it  not — 
when  after  all,  when  any  one  leaves 
college,  it  will  not  avail  him  much 
to  brandish  a  hockey  stick  in  the 
face  of  society.     The  Liberal  Club, 


which  has  now  blossomed  forth  in 
its  more  classical  title  of  The  Forumr 
is  striving  to  increase  the  interest 
shown  last  year  when  learned  papers 
were  read  to  an  audience  of  two; 
and  perhaps  if  fate  be  propitious,  de- 
bates may  be  witnessed  by  someone 
besides  the  judge.  The  person  who 
fails  to  come  out  for  athletic  class 
matches  sinks  into  the  lowest  depths 
of  ignominy,  but  how  few  troubled 
themselves  last  year  to  listen  to  the 
inter-class  debates.  And  indeed,, 
if  I  were  endowed  with  any  talent 
for  verse,  the  epic  that  I  would 
compose  would  not  be  on  that 
hardy  maiden  who  laid  All-Phila- 
delphia low,  but  on  the  few,  who 
many  years  ago,  beat  all  the  opposing 
debating  teams  by  the  unanimous 
consent  of  the  judges. 

T.  M.  B.,  '18. 


The  Spirit  of  War 

They  marched  along  under  the 
starlit  sky,  countless  eager  beings 
straining  forward  toward  the  battle- 
field. The  contrast  of  glaring  light 
and   deep   shadows   cast   on   their 


DULCI   FISTULA 


11 


faces  by  the  torchlight  reminded 
one  of  the  same  effects  in  "The 
Night  Watch."  Drum  and  trum- 
pet filled  the  night  with  thrilling 
sound,  and  ever  and  again  the 
marching  horde  raised  its  voice  in 
wild  song.  Nearer  and  nearer 
they  came  to  the  battlefield,  where 
they  saw  the  great  host  of  the 
enemy  outlined  against  a  raging 
blaze  whose  flames  seemed  to  leap 
to  heaven.  Then  the  encounter 
came,  fierce  was  the  onslaught  of 
the  enemy,  bitter  the  hand-to-hand 
struggles  and  soon  a  heap  of  strug- 


gling forms  upon  the  ground;  at  this 
point  a  stern  voice  of  authority 
shouted  above  the  noise  of  the 
melee : 

"Stop,  this  is  against  Self -Gov- 
ernment and  not  permissible." 

So  the  struggle  ceased,  but  it 
had  not  been  without  result,  for 
many  of  us  caught  a  snap-shot 
view  of  the  frenzy  which  martial 
music,  glaring  lights  and  struggling 
forms  can  arouse.  We  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  horrible  yet  resistless 
face  of  the  Spirit  of  War. 

M.  Janet  Pauling. 


DULCI  FISTULA 


Here  begynneth  a  morall  tayle  of  how  Precycyon,  Bye  Standard  and  Suffycyent 
Knowledge  did  fyghte  with  Ignoraunce,  Carelessness  and  Terror  for  ye  soule  and 
degree  of  Senior  Brynmawrensia 

Senior  Brynmawrensia  shall  goe  into  the  Sanctum,  preceded  by  Igno- 
raunce, Carelessness  and  Terror,  and  shall  sit  down  in  a  chayre, 
facyng  Precycyon,  Hye  Standard  and  Suffycyent  Knowledge.  She 
takyth  her  booke: 

Senior  Brynmawrensia  spekyth: 

I  can't  do  alle  this!  Adewe  by  Saynt  Johan 
I  take  my  cappe  in  my  lappe  and  am  gone! 


(Here  the  Morality  breaks  off,  as  the  writer  was  summoned  by    a   runner,    and 
hence  never  returned  in  possession  of  her  faculties.) 
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THE   POOR  LITTLE   FRESHMAN 

The  poor  little  Freshman  is  flustered  and  rushed, 

But  holding  the  door  she  stands ; 
Wait  for  the  straggling  Soph'mores  she  must 

With  books,  pens,  plus  door  in  her  hands. 
Time  was  when  the  Freshman  was  waited  on  so — 

A  Senior  with  dignified  air; 
Alas,  that  was  only  one  short  year  ago, 

Where  at  prep-school  she  lorded  it  there! 

"Now  don't  break  these  rules,  they're  one  hundred  and  one, 

And  don't  ever  make  any  noise!" 
So  Freshmen  crept  off  when  their  lectures  were  done 

And  dreamt  of  their  coming  joys. 
But  while  they  were  sleeping  a  Sophomore  stern 

Awakened  each  timid  young  fool, 
And  in  accents  impressive,  wise  and  stern 

Repeated  each  adamant  rule. 

Oh,  the  rules  are  many,  the  rules  are  long, 

But  the  Freshmen  "keep  their  place." 
Awaiting  the  Senior  and  Sophomore  throng 

Or  the  smile  on  a  Junior's  face. 
And  they  wonder,  while  slinking  off  on  to  the  grass 

Or  circling  around  Taylor  Hall, 
What  they  will  do  to  the  next  Freshman  class 

That  will  enter  (poor  creatures!)  next  fall. 

Cornelia  Hayman,  '19. 
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CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 
LADIES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 

EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 

First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 


Special  Prices  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  sport  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

1618-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 

PHILADELPHIA 
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BELL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


S.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 
1833  Spruce  Street 

Furrier  Habit  Making  A  Specialty 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK,  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 


SUCCESSORS  TO 


ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 


Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


GYMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 


Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL    MAKERS 

301  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept.  "B"  for  catalogue 
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KARGHER  &  REHN  CO. 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 

Funiture  of  Quality 


A  visit  to  our  warerooms  is  invited 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 

Van  Horn  &  Son 

Theatrical  and  Historical  Costumers 

10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 

Delicious  Chocolates  and  Caramels 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a  box  of  SAUTTER'S, 

1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists'  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  damage  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    t*>    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING,  PHILADELPHIA 

A.  POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :   Printing   :   Engraving 

PERSONAL  CARDS  AND  SOCIETY 
ENGRAVING.  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN   THE    HEART  OF   PHILADELPHIA 


THINGS  out  of  the  ORDINARY 

Dutch  Shop 

The  Place  for  X-MAS  CARDS 

13th  above  Walnut,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 


fORPERFECTFlTTING 

EyeGlasses 


111  Dani  el  E  Weston 


1623  CHESTNUT  STREET 
PHILADELPHIA 
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GEORGE  ALLEN 

Incorporated 

-CHESTNUT  STREET - 

IMPORTER 

TRIMMED  HATS    :    FLOWERS 

RIBBONS        :       LACES        :        VEILINGS 

SILKS    :    VELVETS    :    HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 

Bell  Phone,  Gtn.  1480-01  Open  Evenings 

JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 
1872 —  Caterer — 1872 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 


Estimates  carefully  given      ::     First- class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — Accommodates  100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 
leges, Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 
and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL   :   SHEEP   :  LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED  BEEF  ROOM   always  open  for  inspection 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  941 

Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,  N.  Y. 

Makers  of 

CAPS,  GOWNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  Colleges 
and   Universities 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULTS 

Every  Banking  Facility 

A.  A.  HIRST.  President  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES.  Treasurer 

P.  A.  HART.  Trust  Officer 

E.M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 
Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa.         Ardmore,  Pa. 
JOHN  J.   McDEVITT 


PRINTING 


Programs 
Bill  Heads 


Bulletins,  etc. ,  upon  request 

Correspondence   Solicited 

Rich  Gowns  for  Faculties.  Pulpit  and  Bench 
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Tickets  Announcements 

Letter  Heads        Booklets,  etc 

915  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.        All  Kinds  o 
Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 
Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN  MOORI 

ARTS   AND    CRAFTS   GUILI 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  an< 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trainei 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasin 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsi 
value  but  individuality. 


Cook  or  No  Cook,  Anybody  can  Do  That. 

Although  the  Kewpie  Cook, 

"Whose  apron  hangs  before  his  legs, 
Is  an  expert  with  ham  and  eggs," 

he  can  make  a  Jell-O  dessert  as  beautifully  as  if  he  had  never  done  anything  else. 
Wag  the  Chief  or  the  Carpenter  could  do  it  alone.     For 


doesn't  have  to  be  cooked.  All  that  is  necessary  is  a  package 
of  Jell-O,  a  pint  of  boiling  water,  and  somebody  to  put  them 
together. 

And  nothing  else  that  is  so  delicious  can  be  bought  for 
anything  like  the  Jell-O  price —  1  0  cents.  While  nearly  every- 
thing has  gone  up  in  price  the  cost  of  the  big  Jell-O  dessert  is  as 
low  as  ever. 

Put  up  in  seven  pure  fruit  flavors :   Raspberry,  Strawberry, 

Lemon,  Orange,  Cherry,  Peach,  Chocolate,   each    10   cents  at 

grocers'. 

Rose  O'Neill,  the  famous  "Mother  of  the  Kewples,"  has  made  some  of  her  greatest 
Kewpie  pictures  for  the  new  Jell  0  Book.  A  copy  of  the  book  will  be  sent  to  you  free 
If  you  will  write  and  ask  us  for  It.  The  pictures  are  full  of  color.  The  black  and 
while  of  the  picture  above  falls  entirely  to  show  the  exquisite  beauty  of  the  Orange 
Jell-O  dessert  as  It  appears  In  the  Kewpie  Jell-O  Book. 

THE  GENESEE  PURE  FOOD  CO..  Lo  Roy,  N.  Y.,  and  Bridgeburg,  Can. 

The  name  I  B i.i.  ( )  is  on  every  package  in  bi^  red  letters. 
Be  sure  you  get  Jbi#l-0  and  not  something  else. 


COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :    SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND  DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON       REQUEST 

Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers 
Silversmiths    Heraldists,  Stationers 

CHESTNUT  STREET   :   PHILADELPHIA 


Mutumn 

Styles 

<¥lre  Ready! 


Ste/gerWd/t,  1420  Chestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 


BRYN  MAWR 
HARDWARE  COMPANY 

Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


N.  J.  LYONS 
BICYCLES  and  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEELS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307-W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 

ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PLANTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 

henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 

FLORIST 

FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "Made  in  Rosemont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 

WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 

DEALER  IN 

Choice  Recleaned  Oats,     Flour,   Feed,    Baled   Hay    and 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc..   Hardware,   Paints,  Oils,  etc. 

BRYN  MAWR 

FRANK  J.  FLOYD 

MEWS,  WOMEN'S  and  CHILDREN'S 
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EDITORIALS 

When  a  freshman,  capped  and  gowned,  comes  into  the  dining-room  the 
Monday  after  Lantern  Night,  upper  classmen  recognize  her  entrance  by 
applause.  This  applause  has  become  merely  perfunctory,  but  usually  before 
they  have  finished  their  breakfast — where  interruptions  of  any  sort  are  never 
welcomed — their  elders  comment  more  spontaneously  upon  the  transfigured 
freshmen.  "They  really  do  look  rather  nice  in  their  gowns/'  some  one 
remarks. 

"Yes,  surprisingly  becoming."  The  indifferent  tone  of  the  reply  is  one 
of  studied  superciliousness.  And  the  conversation  resumes  its  normal  course 
of  adverse  criticism. 

The  sight  of  caps  and  gowns  has  become  so, rare  that  it  provokes  almost 
universal  comment.  They  appear  seriously  only  in  such  crises  as  Senior 
Orals  and  Lantern  Xighl,  ;i II hough  they  continue  a  local  mark  for  needless 
<;i i  i !•»-.  This  satire  had  once  at  least  a  point.  We  who  belong  to  the  class 
jn-t  toppling  over  tin-  eilgo  can  remember  a  time  when  gowns  were  com- 
monly worn  on  the  campus.     Partly  it  was  because  they  served  as  raincoats 
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and  covered  up  imperfectly  fastened  dresses,  we  shall  have  to  admit,  since 
we  do  not  wish  unduly  to  praise  departed  classes  and  days,  but  still  they  were 
worn.  We  can  remember  in  those  days  looking  over  our  shoulder  to  see  our 
gown  trailing  behind  us,  and  feeling  deliciously  academic  and  set  apart. 
But  the  keen  delight  of  novelty  dulled,  and,  unencouraged  by  example,  we 
failed  to  acquire  the  zest  of  habit.  We  cannot  recall  having  worn  our  gown 
for  a  year  now  except  to  Orals.  And  we  took  such  care  in  laboratory  that 
long  ago  first  day  not  to  get  its  fresh  blackness  spotted,  because  it  was  not 
etiquette  to  clean  one's  gown  and  to  wear  a  dirty  one  for  four  years  would 
be  a  trial. 

That  Orals  would  appear  less  terrifying  to  a  Senior  whose  cap  and 
gown  formed  a  part  of  her  normal  costume,  we  are  not  maintaining.  Prob- 
ably they  would  not.  The  reform  that  we  advocate  is  sentimental,  not 
utilitarian.  The  campus  will  be  less  gay  when  the  parti  colored  sweaters  are 
hidden,  but  it  will  have  had  its  grace  of  old  world  dignity  intensified.  Such 
an  atmosphere  will  be  quaint,  even  affected  perhaps,  but  "they  really  are 
becoming." 

Change  in  attitude,  change  in  type,  has  become  the  Bryn  Mawr  plati- 
tude, but  in  the  growing  disuse  of  gowns  we  believe  there  is  no  more  complex 
cause  involved  than  that  of  habit.  A  gown  on  a  more  accessible  hook  in 
the  clothesroom,  an  exertion  of  memory  for  three  or  four  mornings,  and 
the  ancient  standard  will  be  reestablished  that  the  shabbier  the  gown  the 
greater  the  honor,  and  the  old  rivalry  for  candle  grease  and  honestly  frayed 
sleeves  will  revive. 


Whether  we  were  among  those  who  enthusiastically  lent  their  caps 
and  gowns  for  the  suffrage  parade,  or  of  those  who  indignantly  refused  with 
the  crushing  reply,  "I  am  an  Anti,"  we  anxiously  awaited  the  fate  of  the 
suffrage  amendment  in  these  fall  elections.  Its  defeat  in  all  the  states  in 
which  it  was  proposed  will  not,  in  all  probability,  add  to  or  detract  from 
the  impetus  of  the  Woman  Suffrage  movement;  it  will  merely  "change  its 
direction.  The  East  in  its  attitude  towards  all  problems,  has  always  been 
more  conservative  than  the  West,  more  reluctant  to  waive  old  conceptions; 
its  attitude  towards  women  is  no  exception  to  this  rule.  In  opening  to 
women  institutions  of  higher  education  and  professions  formerly  considered 
as  exclusively  within  the  masculine  sphere,  the  West  has  blazed  the  way. 
Thus  far  only  western  states  have  given  to  women,  through  the  vote,  com- 
plete emancipation. 
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With  this  in  mind,  the  keen-sighted  suffrage  leaders  of  the  eastern 
states  will  realize  that  the  only  hope  of  victory  for  their  cause  lies  in  gaining 
practical  support  as  well  as  sympathy  from  the  states  which  have  already 
adopted  Woman  Suffrage.  In  Congress  the  less  conservative  West  predomi- 
nates. From  this  time  on  suffragists  will  doubtless  direct  their  efforts 
towards  a  federal  rather  than  a  state  amendment.  Far  from  being  dis- 
heartened by  local  defeat,  Pennsylvania  suffrage  leaders,  already  at  white 
heat,  will  call  to  their  assistance  sympathizers  from  all  parts  of  the  country, 
and  this  united  force  will  shift  its  point  of  attack  to  a  more  vulnerable  spot. 
Whether  or  not  we  sympathize  with  this  movement,  we  must  realize  that  it 
still  presents  for  us  a  vital  question,  which  local  defeat,  far  from  solving, 
only  renders  more  urgent. 
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Alone,  and  weary  of  the  world,  I  stood 
Near  to  a  dryad-grove  in  a  Spring  wood. 
And  oh,  they  called: 

"Come  where  the  birches  sing 
Beckoning,  beckoning 
Silvery,  shimmering 
Like  a  gray  heron's  wing. 
Our  little  leaves  we  fling, 
Splinters  of  emerald." 

My  heart  and  I  leaped  up  together, 
We  were  alone  in  turquoise  weather. 
The  clouds,  they  had  not  left  a  feather 

Upon  the  sky. 
We  took  the  gold  and  left  the  dross; 
With  feet  deep  sunk  in  luscious  moss, 
We  roamed  the  woodland  sweet  across, 

My  heart  and  I. 

Beneath  a  deep  rock's  ferny  cleft 
We  saw  the  prints  gay  satyrs  left 
Where  they,  with  hoof-beats  swift  and  deft 
I  [ad  danced  a  round. 
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We  found  a  place  where  nymphs  had  slept 
And  the  crushed  violets  still  kept 
The  tears  that  one  in  dreams  had  wept  .  .  . 
These  things  we  found. 

And  in  the  green  depths  far  away 
We  heard  a  trill  so  sweet  and  gay 
That  only  Pan  such  notes  could  play, 

So  soft  it  rang; 
And  splashing  white  amid  cool  shades 
Still  the  elusive  dryad-maids 
Gleamed  like  a  pale  star,  as  it  fades, 
And  still  they  sang, 
And  still  they  called: 

"Come  where  the  birches  sing 
Beckoning,  beckoning 
Silvery,  shimmering 
Like  a  gray  heron's  wing. 
Our  little  leaves  we  fling, 
Splinters  of  emerald/' 

Once  more,  at  eve  outside  the  grove  I  stood, 
Alone  .  .  .  my  heart  stayed  dancing  in  the  wood. 

Frances  E.  Allison,  1919. 


THE  LITTLE  PIANO 

It   was    Christmas    night   in   the  to  play  the  little  piano.     It  was  a 

nursery.     The  dolls  of  course  were  dear  little  piano,  though  it  could  say 

sent  to  bed  with  the  children,  but  the  only    "tinkle-tink."      It    had    long, 

other  toys  were  left  under  the  Christ-  slender  legs,  and  the  sharps  and  flats 

mas  tree  to  take  a  well-earned  rest,  were  beautifully  painted  against  its 

All  day  the  tin  soldiers  had  besieged  glossy,  white  keys.      Not  only  the 

the  fort,  all  day  the  ducks  had  swum  children  had  played  it,  but  also  their 

in  the  pond;  all  day  the  dolls  in  the  young  uncle,  who  stood  up  to  play. 

dolls'  house  had  been  dressed  and  The  little  piano  was  lifted  up  on  a 

undressed   and   taken  out   to   drive,  chair,  so  that  he  could  reach  it  from 

All  day  the  children  had  taken  turns  his  great  height.    He  made  laughing 
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remarks,  which  the  toys  took  seri- 
ously because  they  knew  no  better, 
but  he  played  it  softly  and  tenderly, 
so  that  the  little  piano  thrilled  to  his 
touch.  For  all  that,  it  could  say 
only  "Tinkle-tink,"  and  suddenly  the 
young  uncle  stopped  playing.  "That 
instrument  profanes  the  sacred  name 
of  art  V  he  exclaimed,  and  went 
away  with  his  fingers  in  his  ears. 

The  children  stood  at  the  door,  to 
say  good-night  to  the  Christmas  tree, 
as  it  stood  in  all  its  glory,  spreading 
out  its  branches  over  all  the  toys,  and 
glittering  in  a  thousand  places  with 
gilt  balls,  tinsel  chains,  and  little 
glass  birds  in  all  the  colors  of  the 
rainbow.  Nurse  stayed  after  the 
children  for  a  moment  to  rake  the 
fire  and  see  that  everything  really 
was  "tidied  up,"  and  then  she  too 
went  to  bed.  There  was  a  dead 
silence  as  her  heavy  boots  creaked 
down  the  corridor  and  up  the  back- 
stairs. At  last  her  bedroom  door 
slammed,  and  the  nursery  came  to 
life. 

The  glass  birds  hopped  off  the 
Christmas  tree  and  flew  around  the 
room;  they  were  so  many,  and  so 
many-colored,  and  made  such  a  whir- 
ring of  wings  that  it  was  quite  be- 
wildering. 

The  flock  of  ducks  in  the  looking- 
glass  pond  came  to  life,  too,  but  they 
only  swam  round  and  round  the 
pond,  as  they  had  done  all  day. 
There  was  really  not  much  they 
could  do  except  swim  as  they  had  no 


legs;  moreover,  they  liked  to  admire 
their  own  glossy  green  and  black 
feathers  in  the  pool. 

The  dolls  in  the  doll-house  decided 
that  since  their  best  clothes  were  the 
only  clothes  they  had,  they  would 
have  to  give  a  party.  They  invited 
only  each  other,  being  selfish  crea- 
tures at  all  times,  but  they  set  out 
all  the  dolls'  eatables  on  the  table — 
the  roast  turkey,  the  omelette  with 
parsley,  the  bottle  of  wine,  the  boiled 
ham  and  the  blueberry  pie.  Al- 
though they  wore  silks  and  satins 
they  ate  with  their  fingers  and 
squabbled  over  the  tit-bits;  but  as 
dolls'  eatables  cannot  really  be  eaten, 
and  as  they  had  beautiful  manners  in 
the  daytime,  no  one  was  ever  the 
wiser. 

The  fort  in  the  corner  had  red 
turrets,  a  real  drawbridge  and  port- 
cullis, and  a  moat  of  real  water, 
which  glimmered  in  the  light  of  the 
fire.  At  a  turret  window  sat  a 
beautiful  maiden,  looking  out  scorn- 
fully over  the  besieging  army.  When 
the  nursery  came  to  life,  the  army 
walked  boldly  up  to  the  fort,  and 
were  let  in — as  there  was  no  real 
reason  why  they  should  not  be.  All 
night  long  they  feasted  there,  but 
their  commander  remained  outside. 
He  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  moat 
below  the  turret  window,  and  the 
beautiful  lady  waved  her  hand  to 
him  and  smiled. 

There  was  a  little  violinist  doll, 
who  wore  a  velvet  jacket,  and  had 
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long  waxed  mustaches,  and  long, 
curly  hair.  Nobody  knew  why  he 
was  called  a  violinist,  for  he  had  no 
violin.  In  reality,  he  was  a  true 
musician,  and  could  play  any  instru- 
ment. Perhaps  because  of  his  artis- 
tic temperament,  the  little  violinist 
was  very  susceptible.  All  day  long 
he  had  been  gazing  upwards  with  his 
great  brown  eyes  at  the  fairy  in  the 
star. 

On  the  very  top  of  the  Christmas 
tree,  right  below  the  Christmas  angel 
itself,  was  a  great  gilt  star.  From 
the  middle  of  the  star  peeped  the 
laughing  face  of  a  fairy,  who  sat 
there  and  threw  kisses  down  upon  the 
world.  Her  eyes  were  blue,  and  her 
curls  golden;  about  the  tilt  of  her 
nose  there  was  just  the  least  shade  of 
haughtiness,  as  if  she  always  remem- 
bered that  a  fairy  in  a  star  might 
throw  kisses  but  must  never  come 
any  nearer  than  that  to  the  world 
below.  She  had  thrown  kisses  to  the 
violinist,  but  she  had  never  looked 
down  into  his  great  brown  eyes.  Now 
that  the  nursery  had  come  to  life,  he 
hoped,  and  dared  greatly,  and  threw 
a  kiss  up  to  her,  but  she  only  turned 
her  head  the  other  way  and  looked  at 
the  dolls'  house  party,  which  was  in 
full  swing.  So  the  little  violinist 
took  the  only  way  open  to  him,  on 
account  of  his  temperament  and  his 
education,  and  decided  to  win  her  by 
music. 

He  sat  down  at  the  piano,  and 
wooed  her  deliciously  with  his  art. 


He  played  nothing  that  has  ever 
been  "composed"  and  dragged  out  at 
operas  and  concerts.  No,  what  he 
played  were  his  thoughts  and  his 
love,  set  to  music  for  the  little  star- 
fairy.  Who  would  have  thought  that 
such  tender,  haunting,  mysterious 
melodies  could  have  come  from  a 
little  piano,  which,  after  all,  could 
say  only  "tinkle-tink"  ?  Who  would 
have  thought  that  such  soft,  en- 
chanting floods  of  music  could  have 
flowed  out  from  under  the  fingers  of 
the  little  violinist?  All  night  long 
he  played,  the  music  wavering  as  the 
flame  of  his  love,  now  rising  in  a 
thrilling  crescendo  of  hope,  now 
sinking  to  the  deep,  mournful  tone 
of  despair.  Never  once  did  he  lower 
his  eyes  to  the  keys,  but  gazed  with 
all  his  soul  at  the  fairy  in  the  star. 
For  a  long  time  she  looked  away 
from  him — at  the  dolls'  house,  at  the 
ducks,  at  the  fire,  which  was  directly 
behind  him — at  anything.  At  last, 
for  a  second  only,  their  eyes  met, 
and  a  glance  of  true  love  passed  be- 
tween them.  Then  she  remembered 
again  the  high  honor  of  a  star-fairy, 
and  wept  despairingly  with  her  face 
in  her  hands. 

Suddenly,  through  the  soft  whir- 
ring of  the  birds,  and  the  divine 
music  of  the  little  violinist,  the  clock 
struck.  The  cuckoo  came  out  of  its 
little  wooden  house,  flapped  its 
wings,  making  a  great  stir,  and  cried, 
"Cuckoo !"  in  a  purring  voice.  It 
struck  seven  o'clock,   and  the  toys 
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knew  that  it  was  time  for  the  chil- 
dren to  come  back  to  the  nursery. 

The  little  glass  birds,  with  a  great 
whirring,  flew  back  to  the  tree;  the 
ducks  paused  on  the  pond,  and  stif- 
fened their  necks;  the  dolls  in  the 
dolls'  house  put  away  the  dinner  and 
scuttled  back  to  bed.  The  red-coated 
soldiers  hurried  back  to  besiege  the 
castle,  slamming  the  portcullis  be- 
hind them,  but  the  commander  could 
not  bear  to  go  back,  and  threw  him- 
self into  the  moat,  out  of  pure  love. 
Suddenly,  at  the  last  moment,  the 
star-fairy  jumped  right  out  of  the 
star,  and  down  to  the  little  violinist, 
who  stood  waiting  for  her  with  open 
arms.  ~No  one  ever  knew  whether, 
in  her  ecstasy,  she  jumped  too  far,  or 
whether  a  draught  caught  her,  or 
whether,  even  then,  she  was  seized 
with  remorse  and  remembered  that 
a  star-fairy  must  not  wed  a  violinist. 
At  all  events,  what  happened  was 
that  she  sailed  right  over  his  head 
into  the  fire,  where  she  flamed  and 
shrivelled,  and  became  in  a  second 
a  tiny  white  ash.  The  little  violinist 
watched  her  with  anguish,  and  fell 
by  the  hearth  in  a  deep  swoon,  for  his 
heart  was  broken.  Something 
snapped  inside  the  little  piano.  Its 
strings  were  broken,  and  from  that 
moment  it  could  never  say  even 
"tinkle-tink"  again.  Perhaps,  be- 
cause it  had  been  played  by  a  true 


musician,  it  vowed  never  again  to 
profane  the  sacred  name  of  art. 

What  was  the  consternation  of  the 
children  at  finding  the  commander 
of  the  besieging  forces  drowned  in 
the  moat,  the  little  violinist  in  a  heap 
on  the  hearth,  and  the  star-fairy  gone 
from  the  star !  They  secretly  blamed 
Nurse,  who  had  stayed  after  they 
went  to  bed.  They  rescued  the  com- 
mander and  wiped  him  off,  but  the 
gilt  buttons  had  come  off  his  uniform 
and  he  was  never  quite  the  same 
again.  They  set  the  violinist  on  his 
feet,  and  sang  hymns  for  the  soul  of 
the  star-fairy.  The  little  piano,  they 
decided,  was  better  than  ever,  be- 
cause it  could  now  play  anything 
they  liked,  instead  of  only  "tinkle- 
tink."  So  they  took  turns  to  play  it 
all  day. 

Even  the  young  uncle  liked  to 
listen.  "Heard  melodies,"  he  said, 
"are  sweet;  but  those  unheard  are 
sweeter,"  and  he  lifted  the  youngest 
child  off  the  stool,  and  sat  down — 
and  played  a  sonata  of  Beethoven 
from  end  to  end.  The  children  did 
not  hear  it,  but  the  young  uncle  did, 
and  so,  perhaps,  did  the  little  piano. 
He  played  the  sonata  as  it  has  never 
been  played,  before  or  since,  and  the 
little  piano  trembled  with  pride,  but 
it  knew  in  its  heart  that  the  little 
violinist  could  have  done  much 
better. 

M.  S.  Rupeet,  '18. 
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Delia  Blanchflower 

In  Delia  Blanch-flower,  Mrs.  Hum- 
phrey Ward  combines  cleverness 
and  fair  judgment  with  her  gift 
of  telling  a  story  in  an  absorbing 
way.  The  basic  idea  of  the  book  is 
that  Woman  Suffrage — as  the  re- 
bellion of  women  against  their 
wrongs  and  injustices,  and  their  de- 
mand for  equal  opportunities  with 
men — is  a  principle  never  to' be  sur- 
rendered, but  that  militancy,  both 
as  a  principle  and  as  a  practical 
method  for  securing  equal  suffrage, 
is  wrong. 

Delia  Blanchflower  is  the  child  of 
parents  widely  separated  by  conflict- 
ing traditions;  her  mother  a  beau- 
tiful and  emotional  Greek,  her  father 
the  conventional,  self-contained  Eng- 
lishman. Delia,  naturally  endowed 
with  intensity  of  emotions,  falls 
under  the  spell  of  Gertrude  Mar  veil, 
the  militant  leader,  a  woman  of  viril- 
ity, whose  cold,  invincible  purpose  to 
force  the  vote  for  women  by  violence, 
gives  a  foreboding  of  disaster  and  re- 
calls in  a  measure  the  terrible  deter- 
mination of  the  knitting  women  of 
the  French  Bevolution. 

In  strong  contrast  to  these  two 
women  is  Mark  Winnington,  a  per- 
fectly balanced,  fair-minded  Eng- 
lishman, with  great  charm  and 
strength  of  personality.  He  is  a  man 
of  culture  and  great  ability,  taking 
an   intelligent   interest   in   politics, 


charity  and  the  arts,  and  it  is  to  him 
that  Delia's  father  entrusts  the 
guardianship  of  Delia  and  her  for- 
tune. 

Around  these  three  figures  the 
other  characters  of  the  book  are 
grouped,  themselves  of  importance 
only  because  of  the  relation  they  hold 
to  Delia,  Gertrude,  and  Winnington. 

The  story  shows  the  growth  of 
Delia's  conception  of  the  true 
Woman  Movement,  from  her  first 
blind  infatuation  for  Gertrude  Mar- 
veil  and  championship  of  the  mili- 
tant movement,  through  her  growing 
respect  for  Winnington  and  his 
principles.  Disillusionment  as  to 
her  own  value  to  Gertrude  Marvell, 
and  the  value  of  militancy  to  the 
cause  of  woman  soon  follows.  The 
militant  leader  casts  Delia  aside 
when  she  sees  that  the  girl  has 
begun  to  think  for  herself,  and 
Delia's  attempt  to  persuade  her  not 
to  destroy  Monk  Lawrence,  a  treas- 
ure house  of  England's  past  in  his- 
tory and  art,  is  without  effect  upon 
Gertrude's  fixed  determination.  In 
the  ruin  which  she  has  herself  pre- 
pared, Gertrude  comes  to  her  death, 
but  not  before  she  realizes  the  wrong 
she  has  done  through  militancy  to 
the  cause  for  which  she  was  working. 

The  falling  wall  of  Monk  Law- 
rence carries  with  it  into  the  flames 
Gertrude  Marvell,  and  the  little  lame 
child  who  had  followed  her  to  the 
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scene  of  ruin — the  child  irretrievably 
lost,  the  woman  brought  out  only  to 
cry  out,  shudderingly,  "The  child! 
the  child  \" 

"And  with  that  cry  to  heaven  .  .  . 
that  protesting  cry  of  an  amazed  and 
conquered  soul  .  .  .  that  wail  of  a 
fierce  and  childless  woman,  that  last 
cry  of  nature  in  one  who  had  defied 
nature,  of  womanhood  in  one  who 
had  renounced  the  ways  of  woman- 
hood .  .  .  Gertrude  Marvell  passed 
away. 

Delia  Blanchflower  deals  with  ex- 
tremes of  thought  and  emotion.  It 
is  more  highly  colored  than  the  situa- 
tion demands,  but  it  can  hardly  fail 
to  be  interesting.  Everything,  even 
politics  and  description,  is  subordi- 
nated to  characterization  and  swift 
narration.  It  is  essentially  a  book 
of  a  single  idea. 

M.  L.  Hickman,  '16. 


William  James  and  Immortality 

To  the  layman  perhaps  no  figure 
in  latter  day  philosophy  is  of  such 
interest  as  that  of  William  James. 
He  stands  preeminent  as  the  expo- 
nent of  that  new  development  of  the 
familiar  Empiricism,  namely,  Prag- 
matism. But  some  people,  while  ac- 
cepting, or  at  any  rate  listening  to, 
the  doctrine  of  pragmatism,  have 
censured  or  misunderstood  William 
James  regarding  his  attitude  on  Im- 
mortality. As  a  worker  in  psychical 
research  they  have  deemed  him  over 
eager  and  over  credulous.    This,  Dr. 


James  H.  Leuba  refutes  in  his  article 
on  "William  James  and  Immortal- 
ity" in  the  Journal  of  Philosophy, 
Psychology  and  Scientific  Methods 
of  July  22,  1915,  in  treating  of  the 
credence  Mr.  James  gave  to  "spirits" 
and  mediums.  The  verdict  was 
briefly  that  of  "not  proven."  Wil- 
liam James,  Dr.  Leuba  continues, 
not  only  disbelieved  in  spiritualism 
but  was  relatively  indifferent  to  the 
preservation  of  identity  after  death. 
His  two  negations — no  soul  and  the 
loss  of  personal  identity  in  death — 
did  not  mean  that  William  James  be- 
lieved death  to  end  all.  The  idea  of 
a  "sea  of  consciousness,"  in  which  we 
were  engulfed  was  a  basic  "over- 
belief."  This  theory  of  a  vast 
trans-human  consciousness  with 
which  man  may  be  in  dynamic  re- 
lation is  not,  Dr.  Leuba  points  out, 
to  be  identified  with  the  Heglian  ab- 
solute mind.  William  James  felt 
that  evidence,  especially  that  arising 
from  psychical  research  phenomena 
investigations,  tended  strongly  to- 
wards a  pluralistic  belief :  "However 
much  may  be  collected,  however 
much  may  report  itself  as  present  at 
any  executive  center  of  consciousness 
or  action,  something  else  is  self- 
governed  and  absent  and  unreduced 
to  unity."  Through  a  commentary  on 
the  earthly  and  trifling  character  of 
"spirit"  messages,  Dr.  Leuba  comes 
to  its  damaging  effect  on  man's  in- 
terest and  belief  in  immortality. 
"The  modern  belief  in  immortality 
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is  a  creation  of  desire;  make  immor- 
tality undesirable  and  most  men  will 
not  only  cease  to  be  interested  in  the 
proof  of  it,  but  many  will  undertake 
the  demonstration  of  its  non-exist- 
ence." In  conclusion,  we  must  re- 
member that  if  the  immortality  Wil- 


liam James  would  substitute  for  per- 
sonal continuation  is  not  in  accord 
with  the  only  one  Christianity  knows 
and  desires,  it  is  because  logical  and 
pragmatic  reasons  have  led  him  to 
prefer  it. 

M.  O'S.,  '17. 


IMPRESSIONS 


An  Unanswered  Question 

What  is  beauty  ? 

The  question  marked  5(c),  stood 
last  on  a  printed  quiz  slip  and  a  hur- 
ried and  rather  terror-stricken  Soph- 
omore glanced  at  the  clock.  Five 
more  minutes  in  which  to  think  of  an 
answer.  Her  eyes  wandered  to  the 
window.  Outside  a  brisk  wind  was 
sending  green  wave  after  green  wave 
across  the  front  of  the  Library  and 
tossing  about  the  sleeves  of  the 
kimona  of  the  little  Jap  who  was 
trotting  over  to  Taylor.  The  exotic 
costume  recalled  the  land  whence  it 
came  and  brought  up  a  picture  of  a 
tiny  wistaria-covered  tea-house,  high 
up  above  the  rice  terraces  overlook- 
ing the  Sea  of  Japan,  gay  with 
many-colored  sails.  That  trip  to  the 
far  East  had  left  many  a  mental  pic- 
ture worth  recalling,  but  none  love- 
lier than  those  first  seen  in  Japan, 
except  one — the  mountain  top  at 
Darjeeling  as  it  was  when  they 
waited  there  for  sunrise,  with  a  white 
and  ghostly  wreath  of  clouds  below 
them    and    grey    and    white    peaks 


stretching  out  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach.  And  the  girl  saw  once  more 
the  rich,  shadowy  aisles  of  Bheims. 
Then,  just  as  she  was  about  to  step 
into  the  moonlit  Court  of  the  Lions 
at  Grenada — Ding,  dong!  the  bell 
sounded. 

This  most  negligent  of  students 
glanced  around  her.  She  could  tell 
by  the  spacing  on  the  page  of  the  girl 
ahead  of  her,  that  the  latter  had 
adorned  what  looked  like  quite  a  long 
answer  with  many  poetical  quota- 
tions. The  girl  beside  her  had  writ- 
ten over  two  pages.  The  Sophomore 
glanced  at  her  own  paper.  On  it  she 
had  written  nothing  but  the  question 
heading — 5(c),  What  is  beauty? 
E.  Btjckker  Kirk,  '16. 


In  the  "Plaza  del  Sol" 

High  noon  in  the  "Plaza  del  Sol," 
and  overhead  a  blistering  sun,  which 
made  of  the  sandy  square  an  irides- 
cent floor  of  brilliants.  Bees  and 
butterflies  winged  their  way  about  in 
circles,  and  now  and  then  the  lazy 
flapping  of  a  bird's  wing  could  be 
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heard  in  the  trees  above.  Kagged 
men  dozed  on  the  benches,  their 
heads  bent  dejectedly,  and  their 
mufflers  dragging  in  the  sand.  From 
time  to  time  the  drowsy  stillness  was 
broken  by  the  low  cry  of  the  water 
carrier,  "Agua,  agua,  agua."  Sud- 
denly from  the  direction  of  the 
cathedral  a  stream  of  chattering 
women  poured  into  the  square;  they 
carried  red  books  and  travelling  bags 
and  were  led  by  a  small  man  who  ges- 
ticulated miserably.  Several  of  the 
sleepers,  waking,  raised  their  heads 
inquiringly  as  they  approached. 
From  the  midst  of  the  crowd  came  a 
voice,  shrill  and  half -frightened : 

"Oh,  Mr.  Johnson,  do  get  us  out 
of  this  town ;  it's  so  dirty  and  queer ; 
we're  scared  to  death !" 

"Please  do!  It's  dangerous  look- 
ing— these  men  now."  The  speaker 
pointed  to  the  benches. 

They  jostled  one  another  eagerly 
in  vain  efforts  to  reach  their  small 
guide  and  to  plead  with  him  indi- 
vidually. There  was  an  answering 
chorus  of,  "Yes,  please  do,"  and  the 
crowd  surged  on  in  the  direction  of 
the  old  station,  leaving  the  square  of 
the  sun  to  its  reverie  and  the  length- 
ening shadows  of  afternoon. 

Mildred  McCay,  '16. 


The  Mise-en-Scene 

When  we  arrived  the  body  of  the 
groat  college  chapel  was  full,  al- 
though the  five  chairs  on  the  speak- 
er:-;' phitforrn  were  as  yet  unoccupied. 


Alice  seated  me  comfortably  and 
then  screwed  about  to  respond  to  the 
social  nods  which  were  directed  at 
her  from  various  parts  of  the  build- 
ing. 

"Those  are  the  Beta  Phis,"  she 
whispered,  smiling  at  a  group  of 
pretty  and  hilarious  girls  in  evening 
dresses,  whose  seats  were  down  at 
the  right. 

"Did  you  see  that  ?  Marcia  Evans' 
ring  shows  from  here.  She's  the 
girl  that  just  waved  at  me.  You  can 
imagine  how  we  tease  her  over  at  the 
house !" 

"There  aren't  many  men  here,"  I 
ventured. 

"No.  Here  in  the  South  I  don't 
think  they're  much  interested  in  the 
suffrage  question.  It's  not  that 
they're  opposed — just  indifferent. 
You  couldn't  expect  them  to  feel 
about  it  as  we  do." 

"Feminists  say  they  should." 

"I  know — Dr.  Amy  Broberg  gave 
us  a  lecture  on  the  co-operation  of 
the  sexes.  It  was  wonderful,  simply 
wonderful!  It  made  you  see  it  all 
so  clearly.  But  I  think  that  the  men 
here  are  sort  of — well,  unawakened, 
if  you  see  what  I  mean.  You  ought 
to  meet  Dr.  Amy.  She's  really  quite 
wonderful,  I  think.  Look — there's 
Helen  Briggs  in  front,  with  her 
mother.  Isn't  she  sweet?  Pink's  so 
becoming  to  her,  too.  You  ought  to 
see  me  in  pink — I  look  like  old 
brass !" 

"Do  you  know  who  this  is  ?"    I  in- 
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dicated  a  new  arrival,  very  near  us, 
on  the  left — a  lady  with  an  expres- 
sion at  once  absent  and  austere.  Her 
attire  seemed  calculated  to  enhance 
both  impressions.  She  was  dressed 
in  a  plain,  dark  suit,  the  coat  square 
and  straight  and  with  ample  pockets, 
like  a  shooting  jacket.  Over  the  coat 
collar  in  the  back  there  fell  the  limp 
halves  of  an  inner  waist  collar  which, 
it  appeared,  had  originally  been  in- 
tended to  meet  about  the  neck,  but 
from  which  the  uniting  pin  was 
absent. 

"Sh — that's  Miss  Andrews.  She's 
worked  for  years  in  a  New  York  set- 
tlement— among  the  tenements,  you 
know.    She's  wonderful." 

"Here  they  come,"  whispered  a 
pretty,  bright-eyed  little  lady  ahead 
of  us  to  her  companion.  "Look — 
that's  Mrs.  Pitton  in  the  lead.  She's 
a  veteran " 

The  audience  began  to  clap, 
drowning  the  whisper.  The  four  en- 
tering ladies  bowed  graciously  as 
they  crowded  to  their  seats  on  the 
platform.  They  were  followed  by  a 
priest,  who  took  the  central  seat — a 
little  man  of  about  fifty-five,  very 
chubby  and  comfortable. 

"That's  Father  Eeardon,  from  St. 
Henry's  College,"  said  Alice.  "I  for- 
get whether  he's  for  or  against — 
against,  I  suppose,  most  of  them  are. 
They  got  him  to  preside  because 
they  want  the  whole  thing  to  be  as 
broad  as  possible.  Oh,  look  at  Mrs. 
Pitton — isn't  she  just  great?    She's 


been  the  most  prominent  suffragist 
here  for  years.  That's  Miss  Esta- 
brook  next  to  her — you  know,  the 
lawyer." 

The  two  speakers  "for"  were  at 
the  left.  In  the  outside  seat  sat  the 
famous  Mrs.  Pitton,  clothed  in  ma- 
jestic black  velvet,  unrelieved  by  any 
touch  of  color.  A  black,  plumy 
spray  rose  against  her  piled-up  grey 
hair.  Her  face — smooth  and  hand- 
some in  spite  of  years  of  indefatiga- 
ble labor — wore  the  easy,  impersonal 
smile  characteristic  of  women  who 
appear  much  in  public. 

Next  to  her  and  directly  at  the 
chairman's  left  hand,  sat  Miss  Esta- 
brook,  the  lawyer,  costumed  down  to 
her  very  shoes,  in  white. 

"Heavens,  she's  thin !"  said  Alice. 
"She  looks  as  if  she'd  blow  away  any 
minute."  But  there  was  an  eager- 
ness, an  edge,  in  the  emaciated  face 
topping  the  tall,  wraith-like  figure 
which  gave  it  an  insistent  and  reas- 
suring reality.  When  she  bent  to 
some  whispered  comment  of  Mrs. 
Pitton's,  it  was  like  the  bending  of  a 
delicate  steel  spring. 

The  figure  directly  at  the  chair- 
man's right  seemed  to  call  for  a  dif- 
ferent setting.  It  was  ample  and 
unfashionable,  and  there  was  nothing 
in  the  broad,  undistinguished  and 
kindly  face  to  recall  that  world  of 
the  higher  idea  in  which  Mrs.  Pitton 
moved  with  such  dignity  and  Miss 
Estabrook  ranged  with  an  unappeas- 
able eagerness. 
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"That's  Mrs.  Creuse — she's  simply 
Mrs.  Hesketh's  slave.  Mrs.  Hesketh 
is  on  the  end — did  yon  ever?" 

There  was  much  in  the  appearance 
of  the  second  speaker  "against" 
which  explained  Alice's  italics.  Mrs. 
Hesketh  was  a  minute  woman  with 
quick  eyes  and  quick,  bird-like 
hands.  Old  enough,  perhaps,  to  have 
grown  children,  she  was  dressed, 
puffed  and  curled  with  a  modishness 
which  would  have  outdistanced  many 
a  young  and  determined  follower  of 
fashion.  Her  short-skirted  dress 
was  half  hidden  by  a  fall  of  quiver- 
ing fringe.  Incredibly  small  slip- 
pers, incredibly  high-heeled,  adorned 
her  little,  restless  feet.  Her  face  had 
in  it  an  eagerness,  the  counterpart 
of  Miss  Estabrook's  own,  but  an 
eagerness  lacking  entirely  the  vision- 
ary quality  and  shaped  long  ago  into 
unyielding  determination.  ISTow  her 
gaze  was,  not  on  her  audience,  but 
upon  her  work — for  she  was  engaged 
in  knitting  some  garments,  as  yet  in 
embryo,  out  of  bright  red  wool. 
Plainly  she  had  not  knitted  long — 
her  work  was  held  out  from  her  with 
the  awkwardness  of  a  beginner,  and 
her  fingers  moved  so  slowly  that  one 
could  tick  off  each  separate  stitch. 
Y't  there  was  about  the  whole  per- 
formance a  seriousness  and  deter- 
mination which  defied  ridicule. 
Even  Alice,  after  her  first  hysterical 
giggle  to  me — "Woman's  place  is  in 
the  homo"  —subsided  and  stared  in 
f,i-'-in;itcd  silence. 


Mrs.  Pitton  began  to  arrange  her 
notes.  The  red  ball  slipped  from 
the  knitter's  lap  and  rolled  across 
the  stage.  Father  Eeardon  unseated 
himself  with  something  of  an  effort, 
pursued  it,  recovered  it,  became  en- 
tangled in  it,  lost  it  again,  finally 
tracked  it  down  and  restored  it  to  its 
owner.  A  sharp  little  smile  of  thanks 
dawned  on  her  face  and  disappeared, 
and  she  continued  her  knitting.  Mrs. 
Creuse  looked  with  stolid  patience 
from  her  leader  to  the  opposition. 
Miss  Estabrook  coughed  delicately 
and  arose.    And  the  speaking  began. 


A  Straw 

For  some  time  I  have  been  op- 
pressed with  the  realization  of  ad- 
vancing years.  I  have  looked  with 
lack-lustre  eyes  on  the  mock  dedica- 
tion of  the  athletic  field,  seeing  only 
unwelcome  buffoonery  where  clever- 
ness and  ingenuity  might  once  have 
stood.  I  have  sat  apart  at  the  tea- 
house with  a  friend,  as  aged  as  my- 
self, and  watched  "the  younger  set" 
delighting  in  something  that  was 
once  soul-satisfying  laughter,  but  is 
now  raucous  merriment.  Unhappily 
I  have  realized  that  Evelyn's  account 

of  her  collision  with  Dr.  X had 

no  message  for  me.  I  have  felt  the 
shadow  maturity  throws  ahead. 
"Yes,"  I  have  thought,  "I  have 
grown  up."  And  I  have  bitterly  re- 
gretted  it.  This  morning  I  glanced 
;ii  the  clock  as  I  entered  my  "eleven 
o'clock"  and  saw  the  hand   marking 


14  TIPYN    O'    BOB 


thirteen  minutes  past.     I  arranged  I    glanced    anxiously    through    the 

my  papers,  unscrewed  my  fountain  door — the     corridor     was     empty! 

pen.     The  clock  ticked.     I  contem-  Fourteen  and  a  half  minutes  past! 

plated  my  bracelets  with  satisfaction.  I  held  myself  tense — tick !  went  the 

Again  the  clock  ticked.    "Oh,"  some-  clock — fifteen  minutes !     "A  cut,"  I 

one  whispered.     I  looked  up.     The  cried  exultantly  to  the  unresponsive 

hands  pointed  to  fourteen  minutes  graduate  next  me.     "Youth,"  cried 

past.      A    queer    little    thrill    ran  my  heart  within  me,  and  I  bounded 

through  me.     I  looked  eagerly  out  out  the  door, 
the  window — the  campus  was  empty !  Monica  O'Shea,  '17. 


DULCI  FISTULA 

WORDS  OF  THE  WISE 

Sing  a  song  of  lectures, 
jSTote-books  full  of  wit. 
Hear  what  our  professors  said: 
(They  surely  made  a  hit!) 

Followers  of  Calvin 
Calvinists,  are  called; 
Followers  of  Luther, 
Lutherans.     How  bald ! 

English  prof,  translating: 
Filleted  he  came 
With  a  phylacteria, 
Dalmatic' d.     Pretty  lame! 

Hens  lay  eggs,  one  told  us, 
Brick  layers  lay  bricks. 
Geology's  the  science 
That  teaches  these  strange  tricks. 

Sing  a  song  of  college 

And  higher  education. 

We've  attained  in  knowledge 

The  point  of  satiation.  F.  S.  B.,  '16, 

M.  B.  McC,  '16. 
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NORFOLKS  SPORTS  SUITS 

Distinctive  Style  Models  for  Misses  and  Young  Women, 
superbly  tailored  to  measure.  Every  garment  possesses  that 
absolute  correctness  of  style  which  distinguishes  Victor-made 
Clothes.     Attractively  Priced:  $25,  $30,  $35 

_      _,  0,    T     .„  .   .        .         S      All  our  garments  are  cut  under 

Our  Blouse  Shop  will  interest  you  the  pers0nal  supervision  of 

$6   to  $8  values,  $5.     See  them  I  jy[r-  Victor. 

BENJ.  S.  VICTOR  &  CO.  w*BSSb'  1 1 15  WALNUT  ST. 
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CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 
LADIES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 

EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 

First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 


Special  Prices  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  sport  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

1618-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 

PHILADELPHIA 
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Pennocfy  Brothers 

1514  Chestnut  Street 
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THE  HOOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  CHESTNUT  STREET 

Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY  ■ 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  building 

SECOND— ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 

CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 


DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY        SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK,  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 
"B" 


"COLUMBIA" 

Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


GYMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 


Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL   MAKERS 

301  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept.  "B"  for  catalogue 


HOTEL 


29  East  29th  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just  off   Fifth   Avenue. 
The    Famous    Hotel   for   Women. 

Rates  SI. 50  per  day  and  up. 
For  parties  of  5  or  more  a 
large  room  at  $1  per  day  per 
parson.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cents,  dinner  50  cents.  Spe- 
cial rates  tor  long  periods. 
Comfort,  convenience  and 
PROTECTION,  all  important 
to  the  woman  traveler  in 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
the  Martha  Washington  in  their  highest  degree. 
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'HILE  we  show  at  all 
times  a  large  and  care- 
fully selected  stock  of 
high-grade  FURNITURE,  it 
is  at  this  time  we  are  able  to 
call  attention  to  an  unusually 
complete  and  fine  display  of 
the  newest  and  best  made 
furniture. 

Gifts  and  novelties  for  the 
Holiday  season. 

Karcher  and  Rehn  Company 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 

Van  Horn  $  See 

Theatrical  and  Historical  Costumers 

10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 

Delicious  Chocolates  and  Caramels 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a    box  of  SAUTTER'S, 

1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


BELL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


S.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 
1833  Spruce  Street 


Furrier 


INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists'  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  damage  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    I*    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING,  PHILADELPHIA 

A.   POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :   Printing   :   Engraving 

PERSONAL  CARDS  AND  SOCIETY 
ENGRAVING.  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN    THE    HEART   OF   PHILADELPHIA 


THINGS  out  of  the  ORDINARY 


13th  above  Walnut,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
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Habit  Making  A  Specialty 
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GEORGE  ALLEN 

Incorporated 

-CHESTNUT  STREET - 

IMPORTER 

TRIMMED  HATS    :    FLOWERS 

RIBBONS        :       LACES        :        VEILINGS 

SILKS    :    VELVETS    :    HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 

Bell  Phone,  Gtn.  1480-01  Open  Evenings 

JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 

1 872 —  Cater  er — 1872 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 


Estimates  carefully  given      ::      First-class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — Accommodates   100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 

leges,  Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 

and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL   :   SHEEP   :  LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED   BEEF  ROOM   always  open  for   inspection 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  94 1 

Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,  N.  Y. 


CAPS,  GOWNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  Colleges 
and   Universities 

Bulletins,  etc. ,  upon  request 

Correspondence  Solicited 

Rich  Gowns  for  Faculties.  Pulpit  and  Bencb 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULTS 

Entry  Banking  Facility 

A.  A.  HIRST.  President  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES.  Treasurer 

P.  A.  HART,  Trust  Officer 

E.  M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 
Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa,         Ardmore,  Pa. 
JOHN  J.   McDEVITT 


PRINTING 


Programs 
Bill  Heads 


Tickets  Announcements 

Letter  Heads        Booklets,  etc. 

915  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR.  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.        Ml  Kinds  of 
Stauonery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 
Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN   MOORE 

ARTS    AND    CRAFTS   GUILD 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsic 
value  but  individuality. 
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The  Kewpies  and  the  Sensible  Woman. 

"Oh,  Bobbie  !n  Nan  says,  happily,  "See  what  the  dear  little  Kewpies  have  brought 
us!    Don't  they  know  what  we  like?"    And  Bobbie  says,  "Hoo-e-e !   I  guess  they  do." 

The  wise  Kewpies  are  always  doing  the  right  thing  to  make  little  and  big  folks  com- 
fortable, contented  and  happy,  and  of  course  they  know,  just  as  sensible  women  know, 
that  good  things  to  eat  are  one  of  the  first  considerations. 

And  where  is  the  list  of  good  things  to  eat  that  doesn't  begin  with 


No  sensible  woman  will  overlook  the  easy  Jell-O  way  when  she 
wishes  to  serve  a  particularly  delicious  dessert,  for  the  low  cosl  and 
the  delightful  flavor  as  well  as  the  ease  of  preparation  of  Jell-O,  are 
too  well  known  for  that. 

Jell-O   is  put    up   in    seven   pure  fruit   flavors :     Strawberry, 

Raspberry,  Lemon,  Orange,  Cherry,  Peach,  Chocolate.     Each  10 

cents  at  grocers'. 

Dozens  of  the  most  beautiful  and  delicious  Jell-O  desserts  are 
described  in  tbe  Kewpie  Jell-O  Book  for  which  Rose  O'Neill,  the 
famous  "mother  ol  the  Kewpies,"  has  made  some  of  her  greatest 
Kewpie  pictures.  A  copy  of  the  book  will  be 
sent  to  you  free  if  you  will  write  and  ask  us 
for  the  Kewpie  Jell-O  Book. 

THE  GENESEE  PURE  FOOD  CO., 
Le  Roy,  N.  Y.,  and  Bridgcburg,  Can. 

The  name  JELL-O  is  on  every  package  in  bir;  red  letters- 
Be  sure  you  get  JLLL-O  and  not  something  eUc. 


a  package 


COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND  DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 

Bailey,  Banks  8c  Biddle  Co. 

Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers 
Silversmiths    Heraldists,  Stationers 

CHESTNUT  STREET   :   PHILADELPHIA 


Autumn 

Styles 

*¥lre  Ready! 


SteigerWd/t,  1420  Chestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 


BRYN  MAWR 
HARDWARE  COMPANY 
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Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


Walking  Boots 

Rich  Dark  Shade  Russian  Calf 
Gun  Metal  Calf 

Hanan  &  Son   clfsLL 


N.  J.  LYONS 
BICYCLES  w  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEELS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307-W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 

ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PLANTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 


henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 

FLORIST 

FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "Made  in  Rosemont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 


WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 


DEALEk  in 


Choice  Recleaned   Oats,     Flour,    Feed,    Baled    Hay    and! 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc..    Hardware,   Paints,  Oils,  etc. 

BRYN   MAWR 


FRANK  J.  FLOYD 

MEN'S,  WOMEN'S  and  CHILDREN'S 
OUTFITTER 

DRY   GOODS   and  NOTIONS 


BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 
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Just  the  thing 
to  give  for  Christmas! 


K  jammer 


A  perfectly  charming  package,  tied 
with  gold  braid  and  filled  with  the 
daintiest  sweets  imaginable.  Good 
enough  for  your  chummiest  chum! 

Take  back  some  Samplers  to  the 
"folks"  at  home.  Better  candy  isn't 
made — nor  a  prettier  box! 

One  dollar  the  package 

At: 
Henry  B.  Wallace  Wm.  H.  Ramsey 

H.  W.  Whitaker  Frank  W.  Prickett 

Ganei  &  Snyder 


SPAT  BOOTS 

The  strong  demand  for  Spat  Boots  has 
exhausted  the  stock  of  most  stores. 
Plenty  here.  See  the  new  lace  "Spat" 
— the    newest    New   York    innovation. 

fXht^Vfrores  of  Famous    SKoes  \ 

xfc.      * — 

\l  123Q  MARKET  STREET 


V*7E  ARE  better  prepared  than  ever  to  tailor 

to  the  wants  of  young  ladies. 
FASHIONABLE  FABRICS  AND   FASHION    PLATES 
RECEIVED  MONTHLY 

CLEANING,  PRESSING,  REMODELING 

F.  W.  CROOK 

908  Lancaster  Ave.    Bryn  Mawr,  Pa 
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The    reliable     Apothecary     of     Rosbmont    and 

Bryn     Mawr    has    been    authorised    to    furnish   the 

College  Students  with  Drugs,  etc.     All  prescriptions 

are  compounded  by  competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.m.  daily. 

Bryn    Mawr   (2    Stores)   Rosemont 


We  are  interested  to  know 

How  Many  Students  Patronized  Binder's  for  Shampooing, 
Hair  Dressing  and  Toilet  Goods 

the  past  season.     When  you  do  come  in  tell  us  and  ask   for   sample   cake 

Binder's  Tar  Soap 
Thirteenth  above  Chestnut  Street 
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EDITORIALS 

Most  of  us  at  Bryn  Mawr  have  lusty  voices — at  least,  the  proctors 
think  so — and  all  of  us  claim  to  be  enthusiastic;  yet,  in  spite  of  the  heroic 
efforts  of  the  cheer-leader,  the  singing  at  varsity  hockey  games  is  weak, 
deplorably  weak.  Let  one  ask,  however,  why  we  do  not  stop  singing,  and 
we  are  shocked  at  the  very  suggestion  of  breaking  this  time-honored 
tradition.  We  answer  indignantly,  "Why,  the  team  needs  our  singing; 
they  run  faster  when  we  sing  faster  and  the  louder  we  sing  the  harder  they 
play.  Our  singing  gives  them  more  dash  and  spirit,  and  urges  them  on  to 
the  supreme  effort  of  making  'just  one  more.'  "  If  this  is  really  our  convic- 
tion and  not  a  mere  retort,  we  should  try  to  sing  loudly  even  when  the 
wind  freezes  our  noses  and  dries  our  throats,  or  when  we  are  absorbed  in 
watching  each  mighty  stroke,  for  we  cannot  believe  that  faint  murmurings 
from  the  side-lines  are  truly  inspiring  to  the  players  on  Bryn  Mawr  Varsity. 


One  of  our  professors  the  other  day  repeated  this  dialogue  which  he 
heard  on  the  way  to  his  class:  "Come  on  to  the  village  with  us."    The  girl 
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to  whom  this  invitation  was  extended  was  sitting  under  the  oak  tree, 
busy  with  her  notes.  (Our  professor  said  that  she  was  reading  over  her 
last  lecture,  but  we  know  that  ten  o'clock  quizzes  came  that  day.)  To 
her  laconic  "Haven't  got  time,"  one  of  the  tempters  cried,  "You're  lazy — 
that's  the  trouble  with  you."  The  student  remained  unmoved.  "You're 
a  high-brow,"  the  second  and  cleverer  tempter  taunted;  whereupon,  tried 
beyond  human  endurance,  the  maligned  one  joined  them. 

Time  was  when  the  term  "high-brow"  carried  with  it  almost  as 
much  honor  as  a  "B.  M."  for  it  too  was  coDsidered  as  the  fruit  of  a 
labor,  and  of  a  success,  beyond  the  power  of  most  of  us.  But  in  these  days, 
to  be  "intellectual"  is  to  be  "different";  the  "high-brow"  is  not  above, 
but  apart  from  us.  And  since  it  is  through  study  that  we  become 
"high-brows,"  study  too  has  fallen  into  disrepute.  To  learn  one's  notes 
under  an  oak  tree  is  the  first  step  on  the  downward  path,  so  let  us  go  to  the 
village,  and  fail  the  quiz  if  need  be,  or,  if  we  cling  with  determination  to 
our  note-books,  let  us  avoid  oak  trees. 
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"MORE  TO  BE  DESIRED" 


Catherine  herself  had  suggested 
to  her  husband  that  they  should 
not  redecorate  the  house.  It  had 
been  the  exclusive  concern  of  Olive, 
James'  first  wife,  for  several  years, 
and  had  been  perfected  not  long 
before  her  death.  Catherine  had 
heard  decorators,  of  whom  Olive 
would  have  none,  speak  of  the 
Hinton  place  as  an  achievement. 
There  had  not  been  time  for  the 
house  to  take  on  the  air  of  a  place 
which  has  stood  unoccupied,  for 
James'  widowhood  had  been  a  short 
one.  Olive  herself  had  always  said 
that  she  did  not  expect  him  to 
remain  long  unmarried;  a  lifetime 
of  faithfulness  to  a  dead  wife  would 
not  have  been  in  his  line.  He  liked 
a  great  many  people  around  him;  to 
have  gay  company.  Catherine,  too, 
was  of  an  hospitable  nature,  and  a 
house  completely  ready  would  elim- 
inate a  period  of  preparation  during 
which  no  entertaining  could  be  done. 
They  had  decided  to  go  into  the 
house  just  as  Olive  had  left  it 
immediately  after  their  wedding 
journey. 

James  was  not  able  to  go  with  her 
the  day  she  went  to  make  sure  that 
all  was  in  readiness  for  them. 
She  had  known  Olive  rather  well, 
that  is,  as  well  as  most  people 
knew  Olive;  but  she  had  never  been 
inside  the  house  before.  An  old 
WOJn&n.,     who     had     been     Olive's 


servant  for  many  years,  opened  the 
door,  but  she  seemed  to  have  con- 
sidered Catherine's  ring  an  intrusion 
and  showed  no  sign  of  letting  her 
enter. 

"I  am  Mrs.  Hinton,"  Catherine 
said.  "I  wanted  to  make  sure 
that  everything  was  in  order  for 
Mr.  Hinton  and  me." 

"Yes,  ma'am;"  the  servant  made 
way  for  her  reluctantly  and  then 
abruptly  vanished  towards  the  kit- 
chen, leaving  Catherine  to  find  her 
way  through  the  house  alone. 

Catherine  was  at  a  loss  to  know 
just  what  her  first  impression  was. 
Everything  seemed  dark  and  aus- 
tere, but  the  rooms  had  a  dignity 
which  she  acknowledged  was  quite 
unlike  anything  in  the  houses  that 
she  was  familiar  with.  She  came 
back  at  last  to  the  living-room  that 
she  vaguely  felt  held  the  essence  of 
the  place.  Here,  if  anywhere,  she 
should  be  able  to  understand  why 
the  house  was  an  achievement.  It 
was  a  spacious  room;  the  velvet 
curtains  at  the  tall  windows  hung 
to  the  floor  in  long,  shadowy  brown 
folds  and  left  the  room  in  half- 
darkness.  There  were  no  pictures 
at  all,  she  noted  in  surprise.  But 
she  had  some  beautiful  water- 
colors  that  would  do.  And  there 
were  none  of  the  heavy  tapestries 
that  she  had  always  connected  with 
a  luxurious  room;    the  walls  were 
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covered  with  the  dull  brown  of 
the  curtains.  The  plain  carpet 
under  foot  was  of  the  same  color. 
"I  thought  that  everyone  who 
could  have,  had  oriental  rugs." 
She  tried  to  account  for  the  charm 
she  found  in  this  room  which 
answered  none  of  the  requirements 
she  knew  of  for  a  handsome  room. 
Her  taste  had  not  been  developed 
as  Olive's  must  have.  She  won- 
dered vaguely  how  Olive  had  learned 
to  conceive  such  a  room.  It  was 
furnished  in  sombre  oak  heavily 
carved;  the  deep  shadows  of  the 
room  gathered  even  more  darkly 
among  the  figures  of  the  carving. 
A  piece  of  foreign  embroidery  faded 
to  the  yellow  of  dry  autumnal 
leaves  was  thrown  over  a  massive 
table;  a  few  books  in  simple  tooled 
bindings  of  the  same  brown  as  the 
room;  an  old  French  tapestry  chair, 
and  two  tall  Italian  lamps  whose 
gilded  wood  was  dimmed  with  a 
blue  film  of  design,  were  the  only 
ornaments.  It  was  not  a  cozy 
place  nor  a  cheerful,  she  felt,  but  it 
would  do  nicely  for  entertaining 
and  it  gave  one  a  peculiar  satisfac- 
tion. There  would  be  comfortable 
space  for  half  a  dozen  card-tables, 
and  one  could  serve  afterwards 
from  the  large  center  table. 

She  left  the  house  smiling  warmly. 
She  and  James  were  going  to  be 
happy  there  in  this  beautiful  house. 
She  had  always  been  accustomed  to 
the  entertaining    that    James  was 


so  fond  of.  It  would  help  that  they 
liked  to  do  the  same  things.  She 
would  have  a  little  house-warming 
that  evening.  James  would  like 
that. 

When  the  card  tables  were  in, 
she  found  that  the  room  was  too 
dark  for  cards;  the  shades  had  to 
be  taken  from  the  lights.  She 
had  brought  a  quantity  of  brilliant 
flowers  to  give  the  room  a  festival 
appearance.  In  the  pantry,  she 
chose  a  handsome  spreading  silver 
basket  for  them.  She  noticed,  as 
she  was  crowding  the  flowers  into 
it,  that  the  old  servant  had  left  the 
others  and  hung  about  her  troubled. 
"What  is  it,  Bertha?"  she  asked. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,  but 
Mrs.  Hinton, — I  do  beg  your  par- 
don, ma'am,  the  Mrs.  Hinton  that 
was, — never  allowed  anybody  to  use 
anything  but  the  low  blue  bowl  in 
the  living  room.  And  never  but  a 
few  flowers,  ma'am,  and  loose-like." 

"Now  why  should  she  remember 
that?"  Catherine  wondered.  The 
old  woman's  face  wore  so  troubled 
a  look  that  Catherine  changed  her 
flowers  to  the  blue  bowl.  Olive 
must  have  had  a  powerful  per- 
sonality to  have  made  even  a 
servant  love  the  room  and  want  to 
keep  it  just  as  her  mistress  always 
had. 

It  was  a  gay  party.  Too  bad 
about  Olive,  of  course,  but  James 
and  Catherine  were  wonderfully 
suited   to   each    other,    and    Olive 
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never  had  fitted  in  with  their  set. 
They  had  all  of  them  felt  rather 
restrained  when  she  was  with  them ; 
even  James  had  never  seemed  quite 
comfortably.  Olive  had  not 
seemed  to  be  interested  in  the 
things  that  they  were.  But  Cath- 
erine, now,  had  always  been  one 
of  them.  Her  family  had  en- 
joyed company,  and  Catherine  had 
been  much  with  people,  almost 
from  her  childhood.  Olive's  life 
must  have  been  very  different, 
Catherine  realized  this  evening,  as 
she  watched  her  friends  playing 
cards  in  this  room  that  made 
Olive's  personality  a  thing  still 
alive.  She  was  almost  eager  that 
her  friends  should  go;  she  wanted 
time  to  try  to  work  out  this  life; 
to  try  to  understand  Olive  and  so 
to  understand  this  room. 

"  I'm  glad  that  you  like  to  enter- 
tain, Catherine,"  her  husband  said, 
as  they  were  putting  out  the 
blaze  of  lights  after  the  guests  had 
gone.  The  glare,  Catherine  was 
thinking,  did  not  seem  natural. 
Probably  the  shades  played  some 
r61e  in  the  decoration,  which  she 
had  not  understood.  She  would 
put  them  back  in  the  morning. 

"It's  certainly  nice  to  have  our 
friends  with  us,  isn't  it?"  James 
repeated  as  he  started  up  the 
stairs.  Catherine  gave  a  last  look 
into  the  living-room  dimly  visible  by 
the  light  from  the  hall.  How  dis- 
orderly the  card  tables  looked  with 


their  clutter  of  dirty  dishes  and  bits 
of  uneaten  food!  Here  and  there 
a  crumpled  napkin  showed  un- 
tidily upon  the  dark  carpet  where 
it  had  fallen.  She  thought  of 
the  room  as  she  had  seen  it  first 
in  its  quiet  dignity.  She  put  out 
the  hall  light  hastily  and  followed 
her  husband.  But  she  had  the 
picture  of  the  disordered  room  in 
her  mind. 

She  was  relieved  next  morning 
when  she  looked  in  on  her  way  to 
breakfast  to  find  that  the  room 
had  already  been  put  in  order. 
Bertha  was  still  dusting  the  carv- 
ing of  the  table,  but  the  need  for 
dusting  was  past.  Catherine  could 
not  understand  why  mere  disorder 
should  have  disturbed  her;  it  never 
had  before.  She  had  not  yet  quite 
fitted  herself  into  Olive's  house; 
she  would  soon  feel  more  at  home 
and  grow  accustomed  to  the  in- 
evitable disorder  of  entertaining. 

But,  far  from  growing  used  to 
seeing  the  litter  of  festivity  in  the 
room  of  silent  shadows,  it  hurt  her 
more  each  time.  "You're  getting 
as  bad  about  having  the  house 
disturbed  as  Olive,"  James  protested 
once  and  she  had  felt  a  real  reproach 
in  the  chance  remark.  Once  she 
would  have  shared  in  his  feeling 
that  hospitality  was  above  a  mere 
question  of  order.  Now  she  could 
not  endure  the  mutilation  of  that 
harmonious  room.  She  came  to 
propose  that  the#  give  their  parties 
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at  one  of  the  clubs  or  a  hotel.  The 
time  this  helped  was  short.  She 
could  not  rid  herself  of  the  habit 
of  stopping  after  a  party  for  a 
moment's  rest  in  the  living-room 
before  going  to  bed.  And,  as  she 
sat  there  in  the  shadowy  stillness, 
she  would  think  with  sudden  loath- 
ing of  the  noisy  dinner  table  that 
they  had  left,  of  the  garishly 
lighted  hotel  dining-room,  the  raised 
voices  and  harsh  colors. 

The  jolly  women  who  had  been 
her  friends  and  who  came  to 
gossip  comfortably  of  clothes  and 
scandal,  offended  her  in  Olive's 
room.  When  about  a  year  after 
her  marriage,  one  of  them  suggested 
that  it  was  almost  time  to  redeco- 
rate the  house,  and  suggested  that 
she  do  over  the  living-room  in  mul- 
berry, she  ceased  receiving  them 
there.  For  a  time  she  tried  having 
them  in  the  sun-parlor,  but  her 
longing  for  the  sombre  brown  of  the 
living-room  distracted  her  atten- 
tion. She  stopped  being  at  home 
to  them  at  all. 

She  preferred  to  be  alone.  Then 
she  would  sit  quietly  and  watch  a 
shaft  of  sunlight  come  through  the 
curtains,  fall  across  the  mellow  dull- 
ness of  the  faded  embroidery,  gild 
a  head  in  the  carving  of  the  table, 
and  finally  die  away  in  the  shadows 
of  the  room. 

She  made  some  effort  still,  for 
James'  sake,  to  go  about  among 
people  in  the  evening.    He  had  said 


to  her  once,  "You're  not  going 
anywhere  in  the  daytime,  are  you? 
You're  as  bad  as  Olive  about 
staying  at  home." 

Gradually  even  her  evening  par- 
ties slipped  away.  She  insisted 
that  James  go  without  her.  Now 
she  had  all  her  time  to  sit  tracing 
out  the  carving  in  the  table  and 
musing  over  the  bluish  green  trees 
in  the  old  tapestry  chair.  She 
thought  much  of  Olive.  She  had 
come  to  regard  her  as  a  tragic 
figure.  To  have  conceived  this 
room  and  to  have  married  James 
Hinton, — James  Hinton  who  had 
chosen  as  his  second  wife  a  woman 
who  had  thought  of  hanging  water- 
colors  in  this  room — was  to  have 
had  an  impossible  destiny.  She 
and  her  husband  and  such  as  they, 
had  filled  and  spoiled  and  finally 
destroyed  Olive  Hinton's  life.  But 
this  room  remained  of  her;  it  had 
held  the  mould  of  her  personality 
better  perhaps  than  a  child. 

Had  Olive  loved  her  husband? 
How  had  she  felt  when  he  had 
been  with  her,  Catherine?  She 
had  never  dared  to  ask  herself  if 
she  and  James  had  loved  each 
other  before  Olive  died;  they  had 
liked  the  same  people  and  the  same 
mode  of  life, — beyond  that  she 
would  not  go.  But  had  Olive 
thought  James  loved  her?  And 
how  bitter  had  that  been? 

She  noted  with  anxiety  that 
even  in  this  shaded  room  the  wall- 
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covering  was  fading.  James  was 
hardly  ever  with  her  now.  He 
had  proposed  travel.  In  terror  at 
the  thought  of  leaving  the  room, 
she  tried  to  rouse  herself,  to  go  out 
with  him,  but  she  soon  slipped 
back  into  her  life  of  musing. 
Unquestionably  one  wall  was  per- 
ceptibly lighter. 

Vague  rumors  reached  her  that 
James  was  noticeably  attentive  to 
a  vivacious  newcomer.  She  was 
relieved  at  this  removal  of  even  a 
resemblance  of  necessity  for  leaving 
her  room  where  the  sunlight  reached 
in  these  summer  days  to  the 
bluish-green  trees  in  the  tapestry 
chair. 

The  afternoon  when  she  finally 
decided  that  the  coloring  of  the 
room  was  more  essential  to  its 
personality  than  the  material  itself, 
and  that  she  would  have  the  walls 


rehung,  on  her  way  to  the  decora- 
tor's she  passed  her  husband  driv- 
ing with  the  woman.  They  did 
not  see  her,  and  she  was  glad. 
They  would  have  been  troubled, 
and  that  was  unnecessary.  She 
would  have  the  wall-covering  dyed 
to  match  the  corner  by  the  mantel- 
piece; the  hanging  there  had  per- 
fectly kept  its  original  color. 

She  smiled.  The  Other  woman 
might  have  James'  love  if  she  liked, 
but  Catherine  would  not  die  to 
make  room  for  her.  Another 
woman  would  not  know  how  to 
love  Olive's  room.  Perhaps  when 
the  men  came  to  rehang  the  walls, 
she  would  have  them  turn  the 
carpet  around  so  that  the  sun  would 
fade  it  all  evenly.  Yes,  the  new 
woman  might  have  James  as  long 
as  she  had  Olive's  room. 

M.  K.  H.,  '16. 
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Blue  Gravel 

A  few  miles  from  Lakewood  a 
gravel  drive  runs  into  the  white 
highway,  a  cool  blue  strip  that 
issues  from  behind  a  knoll — the 
sight  of  which  means  more  to  me 
than  ship  full-rigged  or  chest  of 
carven  cedar.  It  brings  memories 
of  long  golden  afternoons,  glorious 
hoars  of  navigation  on  perilous 
streams  and  journeys  along  their 
banks  to  where  the  river  narrowed 


and  the  explorer  might  leap  across 
to  the  promised  land.  I  have 
caught  my  fish  in  blue  gravel  and 
broiled  the  catch  over  dandelion 
flames  nearby;  I  have  even  gone 
swimming  in  blue  gravel  and 
emerged,  though  gritty,  still  spell- 
bound. But  the  wonderful,  the 
magic  charm  of  blue  gravel! 
They  say  it  is  crushed  by  wicked 
convicts! 

J.  R.  G.,  '17. 
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The  Question 

I  had  happened  in  for  a  book 
just  at  their  dessert-time.  Being 
a  pair  in  whom  hospitality  is  an 
instinct,  they  urged  me  to  stay, 
absently — for  they  were  in  the 
midst  of  a  discussion — but  sincerely 
enough  to  warrant  my  hearing  the 
talk  out. 

"The  question  isn't  a  personal 
one  at  all,"  he  was  saying.  "It's 
simply  a  matter  of  what  you  do. 
You  must  excuse  us,"  he  added, 
turning  to  me,"  Sylvia  has  been 
talking  all  evening  about  the  eco- 
nomic independence  of  women,  and 
now  she's  brought  up  the  question 
of  her  allowance.  She  says  she 
earns  Jean's  salary  and  ought  to 
get  it.     I  say  she  doesn't." 

"Oh  certainly,"  I  murmured,  a 
little  startled. 

"Why,  Jack  Bigelow!"  Sylvia's 
voice  was  indignant,  "Jean  wasn't 
a  companion  for  you,  as  I  am.  All 
she  did  was  wash  and  cook.  For 
five  years  now  you've  had  someone 
who  really  cares  about  the  things 
you  do — " 

"You're  mixing  up  two  entirely 
different  questions,"  replied  Jack 
patiently.  "The  personal  item's 
a  separate  one.  The  bare  amount 
of  work  you  do  isn't  the  amount 
Jean  did." 

"Why  Jack!"  The  obstinacy 
which  is  not  far  removed  from  tears 
sounded  in  Sylvia's  voice,  "I  get 
your  breakfast — " 


"My  dear  Sylvia,  you  don't! 
You  eat  it  with  me.     I  get  it." 

"This  morning  I  made  the 
toast." 

"On  an  electric  toaster,  at  the 
table,  after  I  had  set  the  table  and 
fixed  the  grapefruit  and  made  the 
coffee.  Jean  used  to  get  me  ome- 
lettes and  scones  and  puffy  fish- 
balls.  You  don't  make  fish-balls, 
do  you?" 

"No-o,  but  I  darn  your  stockings. 
Jean  never  did — "  Jack  apparently 
suppressed  a  comment  with  some 
effort — "I  go  out  and  market  for 
the  things  you  like — that  wasn't 
work  she  did." 

"She  brought  them  from  her 
mother's  garden,  which  was  a  great 
deal  more  to  the  purpose.  They 
were  fresh." 

"  It  isn't  my  fault  if  they  haven't 
fresh  vegetables  in  the  market." 

"No  one  said  it  was.  But  from 
my  point  of  view,  paying  for  what 
I  actually  get — Em.  Well,  what 
about  the  washing  and  cleaning?" 

"Why,  Jack!"  scandalized,  "I 
suppose  you  think  I  gave  up  my 
teaching  to  do  the  washing!" 

A  faint  shadow  of  exasperation 
passed  over  his  face.  Then  he 
turned  to  me  with  a  laugh.  "I'd 
back  Sylvia  to  win  an  argument  any 
day,"  he  said.     "More  dessert?" 

While  he  helped  me,  Sylvia 
slipped  behind  him  and  daintily 
drew  his  head  back. 

"You  know  perfectly  well,  Jack, 


IMPRESSIONS 


that  I'm  a  companion  to  you,  and 
Jean  was  a  cook.  And  if  that 
doesn't  make  a  difference — " 

"Oh,  it  makes  a  difference,"  he 
said.  He  reached  up  and  kissed 
her,  amusement  masking  tenderness. 

Later,  in  the  kitchenette,  I  reop- 
ened the  question  over  the  cup  I 
was  drying. 

"But  you  didn't  settle  it." 

"Mercy,  my  dear,  it  will  never  be 
settled.  But  I  think  it's  as  well  for 
married  men  to  realize  their  wives 
really  do  work." 

"But  what  about  your  allow- 
ance?" 

Her  eyes  opened  wide.  "Why, 
I've  had  half  of  Jack's  salary  ever 
since  we  were  married." 


Veritatem  Dilexi 

The  sun  shone  in  through  the 
windows,  warming  to  gold  and 
flame  the  red  and  yellow  dahlias 
in  their  round  jar  of  brown  lustre- 
ware.  Around  them  the  broad 
window  ledge  was  in  confusion. 
Some  sheets  of  the  New  York  Sun 
half  concealed  a  pile  of  magazines, 
Scribners',  The  Yellow  Book,  the  Cen- 
tury, and  several  terra  cotta  colored 
Atlantic  Monthlys.  Two  tall  black 
covered  note  books  leaned  disconso- 
lately against  a  chunky  Novum  Or- 
ganum  and  the  bright  blue  of 
Moore's  Confessions  of  a  Young  Man. 
Beyond  that  The  Masses  lay,  wide 
opened,  and  piled  high  on  top  of 
the  gay  covers  of  Vogue  and  Vanity 
Fair   lay   Demi-Gods,    Then   Spake 


Zarathustra,  and  the  Letters  of 
Lady  Mary  Montague.  A  pair  of 
shin  guards  completed  the  array, 
and  some  half  corrected  sheets  of 
foolscap  headed  "The  Value  of 
Higher  Education  for  Women." 
M.  B.  O'S.,  '17. 


On  the  Hockey  Field 

The  whistle  sounded.  "Time- 
out." 

Both  teams  dropped  down  on  the 
ground  to  rest  aching  legs  and 
roughened  lungs.  I  lay  flat  on 
my  back  and  looked  up  and  up  into 
the  fathomless  blue  sky  where  two 
pale  pink  clouds  floated  lazily. 
Suddenly  they  were  blotted  from 
sight  by  another  cloud,  a  flittering 
fluttering  flock  of  birds  going  South. 
Even  as  I  watched  they  passed  out 
of  my  sight  and  away  over  the 
hills,  leaving  the  sky  empty  except 
for  the  clouds  and  one  lonely 
straggler,  a  tiny  black  speck  hurry- 
ing to  overtake  his  fellows. 

"In  the  golden  light'ning 
Of  the  sunken  sun," 

The  line  came  into  my  head  natu- 
rally. I  thought  how  like  the  birds 
I  had  just  seen,  was  the  poet,  in 
wild,  yet  direct  and  instinctive 
flight,  high  above  the  sunset- 
tinted  world  toward  the  land  of  his 
dreams. 

"  Penalty  corner.  '  16  behind  the 
goal  posts.  Get  up,  you  lazy 
loafers!     Get  busy!" 

So  up  we  got  and  the  game  went 
on.  E.  B.  K.,  '16. 
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A  WISH 

I  wonder,  dearest,  when  the  lights  are  out, 

And  you  are  lying  very  still  in  bed, 
If  ever,  half-ashamed  and  half-devout, 

You  think  of  boyish  prayers  that  once  you  said.  .  .  . 

Thinking  how  brief  our  happiness  might  be, 

With  a  sharp  sense  of  terror  and  despair 
I  wonder  if  you  ever  breathe  for  me 

A  sudden  passionate  and  wistful  prayer. 

Margaret  Louise  Loudon. 
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North  of  Boston 

In  his  dedication  to  North  of 
Boston,  Mr.  Robert  Frost  calls  his 
new  book  of  poems,  "this  book  of 
people."  The  usual  form  of  the 
poems  is  the  dramatic  monologue 
or  dialogue,  and  the  type  of  subject 
is  close  to  that  of  Tennyson's  idyls 
of  rural  England,  although  the 
poems  are  set  in  the  region  north  of 
Boston.  Mr.  Frost's  treatment  to 
a  certain  extent  resembles  Mr. 
Masefield's,  but  it  is  evident  that 
he  is  working  towards  a  type  of 
poem  and  a  style  entirely  his  own. 

Mr.  Frost  evidently  regards  the 
poems  dealing  with  "people"  as 
those  most  worthy  of  consideration, 
and  it  is  upon  such  poems  as  Home 
Burial  and  The  Death  of  the  Hired 
Man  that  critics,  as  well,  have  laid 
their  chief  emphasis. 


Mr.  Frost  has  drawn  his  New 
England  farmers  and  villagers  with 
much  force  and  vividness,  and  has 
succeeded  in  reproducing  their  con- 
versation in  a  natural  and  convinc- 
ing way.  In  poems  of  this  type, 
however,  he  lays  himself  open  to 
the  charge  of  occasional  sentimen- 
tality of  treatment  and  frequent 
triviality  of  theme.  But  there  is 
never  lacking  a  strong  personal  and 
poetic  feeling  for  nature,  and  it  is 
in  the  poems  which  are  simply 
expressions  of  this  love  of  country 
life  in  New  England  that  Mr.  Frost 
shows  himself  most  the  poet. 

Mending  Wall  is  the  musing  of  a 
farmer  over  the  yearly  mending  of 
the  wall  between  his  land  and  his 
neighbors: 

"There  where  it  is  we  do  not  need 
the  wall. 
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He  is  all  pine  and  I  am  apple 
orchard. 

Before  I  built  a  wall  I'd  ask  to 

know 
What  I  was  walling  in  or  walling 

out 
And  to  whom  I  was  like  to  give 

offense. 
Something  there  is  that  doesn't 

love  a  wall, 
That  wants  it  down." 
In    The    Wood    Pile    a    similar 
meditative  tone  gives  a  new  force 
to  the  simple  description: 
".     .     .     I  thought  that  only 
Someone  who  lived  in  turning  to 

fresh    tasks 
Could    so    forget    his    handiwork 

on  which 
He  spent  himself,  the  labour  of 

his  axe, 
And  leave  it  there,   far  from  a 

useful  fireplace 
To  warm  the  frozen  swamp  as  best 

it  could 
With  the  slow  smokeless  burning 

of  decay." 


A  Hundred  Collars  and  The  Code 
are  full  of  definite  local  allusions 
which  Mending  Wall  and  The  Wood 
Pile  entirely  lack,  but  the  introduc- 
tion   of 

"You'll  have  to  pay  me  more 
than  ten  a  week 

If  I'm  expected  to  elect  Bill 
Taft," 

or 

"I  was  up  here  in  Salem  at  a 
man's  named  Sanders,"  .  .  . 

creates  only  a  superficially  American 
atmosphere.  The  simpler  poems  in 
North  of  Boston  catch  the  real  spirit 
of  the  woods  and  fields  of  New 
England,  and  because  they  have  so 
faithfully  reproduced  the  actual 
feeling  of  the  country,  their  charm 
will  be  felt  by  every  lover  of  nature 
and  poetry.  The  interest  of  Mr. 
Frost's  more  conscious  efforts  to 
portray  American  humor  and  psy- 
chology is  of  necessity  local,  and 
relatively  temporary. 

L.  E.  S.,  '16. 
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DULCI  FISTULA 


A  THEMELY  DAY 

Wednesday,  7.15:  Common  Herd. — F-da,  F-da,  F-da,  m-m. 

Ten  minutes  now  is  past. 
Daily  Themers. — I  haven't  planned  a  theme  this  tub, 
The  time  is  going  fast. 

C.  H. — Potatoes  fried,  potatoes  baked, 
Potato  salad,  then. 

D.  T. — I'm  going  to  write  a  rabid  theme, 
They'll  ne'er  appear  again. 

C.  H. — I  had  the  nicest  time  in  lab., 
With  Chemistry  synthetic. 

D.  T. — You  should  have  heard  the  themes  she 
read. 

I  wish  I  were  aesthetic ! 

C.  H. — Just  see  how  that  tall  half-back  runs! 
What  lengthy  legs  she's  got. 

D.  T.— They  "look  before  and  after 
And  pine  for  what  is  not." 

C.  H. — I  love  the  shade  of  Helen's  dress. 
I'll  have  no  lamb,  but  beef. 
D.  T. — About  potatoes  I  have  penned 
A  comprehensive  brief. 

C.  H. — I  dreamt  that  I  took  Daily  Themes, 
I  woke  up  cold  and  cowed. 

D.  T. — I  dreamt  I  was  in  Heaven,  and 
SHE  read  my  theme  aloud. 

E.  M.  C,  '16. 
E.  T.  S.,  '16. 
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Clothes.     Attractively  Priced:  $25,  $30,  $35 

All  our  garments  are  cut  under 
the  personal  supervision  of 
Mr.  Victor. 

BENJ.  S.  VICTOR  &  CO.  wJSBSm  I 1 15  WALNUT  ST. 
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$6  to  $8  values,  $5.    See  them 
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First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 


Special  Prices  for  Students 
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WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  sport  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

J6J8-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 

PHILADELPHIA 
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Pennocfy  Brothers 

1514  Chestnut  Street 


THE  HOOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  CHESTNUT  STREET 

Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  building 

SECOND— ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 

CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 


DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY        SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
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225  MARKET  STREET 
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"COLUMBIA' 

Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 
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MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 
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ACTUAL   MAKERS 
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HOTEL 
MARTHA  WASHINGTON 

29  East  29ih  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just   off   Fifth   Avenue. 
The   Famous    Hotel   for   Women. 

Bates  $1.50  per  day  and  up. 
For  parties  of  S  or  mare  a 
large  room  at  $1  per  day  per 
person.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cents,  dinner  50  cents.  Spe- 
cial rates  for  long  periods. 
Comfort,  convenience  and 
PBOTECTION,  all  Important 
to  the  woman  traveler  In 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
the  Martha  Washington  In  their  highest  degree, 
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^-■^HILE  we  show  at  all 
|  J  times  a  large  and  care- 
VJLx  fully  selected  stock  of 
high-grade  FURNITURE,  it 
is  at  this  time  we  are  able  to 
call  attention  to  an  unusually 
complete  and  fine  display  of 
the  newest  and  best  made 
furniture. 

Gifts  and  novelties  for  the 
Holiday  season. 

Karcher  and  Relin  Company 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
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We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 

Van  Horn  &  Son 

Theatrical  and  Historical  Costumers 

10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 

Delicious  Chocolates  and  Caramels 
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INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists'  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 
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CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakea 
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The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 
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Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.        All  Kinds  o 
Stationery.    Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 
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ARTS   AND    CRAFTS  GUILE 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  ant 
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gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsii 
value  but  individuality. 


Please  mention  "TD?YN  O'BOB"— Patronize  Advertisers 


480 — Nainsook  Gown,  $1.25 


481 — Crepe  Corset  Cover,  65c 


THE     BEAUTIFUL     WORK     POSSIBLE     WITH 


"The  Perfect 
Crochet  Cotton" 


CORDICHET 


"The  Perfect 
Crochet  Cotton' 


As  an  example  of  the  adaptability  of  Royal  Society  Cordichet  the  illustrations  above  show  beautiful  yokes 
made  with  Cordichet — one  in  white  and  the  other  in  boil-proof  pink.  It  is  in  making  pieces  of  this  kind, 
where  permanency  and  beauty  are  chief  essentials,  that  the  unusual  merits  of  Cordichet  become  so  apparent. 
If  you  have  not  already  tried  Cordichet  you  will  find  a  most  convenient  means  of  doing  so  in  the  new 
Cordichet  Package  Outfits.  Besides  the  articles  illustrated  there  are  many  others  in  the  line  including 
handsome  items  of  wearing  apparel  and  household  adornment.  Each  package  contains  complete  materials, 
cither  made  up  or  ready  for  making,  full  instructions  and  sufficient  Cordichet  to  complete  the  work. 

ASK  YOUR  DEALER.  He  has  in  slock  or  can  procure  for  you,  all  Royal  Society 
articles,  mcludinq  Embroidery  and  Crochet  Package  Outfits;  Embroidery  Floss  in  pure 
white  and  fast  colors;  Celesta  Twists,  washable  artificial  silk;  Crochet  Cottons,  etc. 

SEND  FOR  THE  ROYAL  SOCIETY  BOOKLET  AND  ILLUSTRATED  CIRCULARS 

H.   E.  VERRAN    CO.,  incorporated,  UNION  SQUARE  WEST,  NEW    YORK 


Please  mention  "TIPYN  O'BOB     Patronize  Advertisers 


COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND  DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 
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of  the 
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A  perfectly  charming  package,  tied 
with  gold  braid  and  filled  with  the 
daintiest  sweets  imaginable.  Good 
enough  for  your  chummiest  chum! 

Take  back  some  Samplers  to  the 
"folks"  at  home.  Better  candy  isn't 
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Ganet  &  Snyder 


SPAT  BOOTS 
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EDITORIALS 

Now  is  the  time  when  little  schoolgirls  with  bobbed  hair  shaking  about 
their  heads  draw  leaf  after  leaf  of  the  regular  pointed  holly  upon  blank 
sheets  of  their  note  books.  Now  is  the  season  when  young  mothers  waiting 
beside  the  eagle  in  Wanamaker's  have  tired  shoulders  but  eager  eyes,  and 
bundles  whose  contents  they  are  impatient  to  recount  to  husbands  hurrying 
up  with  pockets  bulging.  Now  is  the  season  when  those  who  dwell  in  Pem- 
broke are  overtaken  on  their  way  to  classes  or  caught  as  they  are  undressing 
for  bed  and  are  asked  for  "your  twenty  cents  for  the  dance,  please.  We  are 
going  to  have  a  hurdy  gurdy."  Now  are  the  days  when  those  who  live  in 
Merion  haggle  over  ten  cent  toys  that  shall  have  a  cryptic  meaning  when 
hung  upon  the  Christmas  tree.  Now  are  the  days  when  the  relative  becom- 
ingness  of  two  dresses  grows  a  matter  of  more  earnest  importance  than  data 
for  a  quiz,  and  in  the  heads  of  college  girls  dance  visions  of  parties  and 
presents,  puddings  and  partners.  Now  is  the  number  when  Tip  of  necessity 
in  its  accustomed  yellow  dress  has  a  heart  that  echoes  to  midnight  bells, 
and  18  bright  with  the  irn-Mi  of  holly-wreaths,  and  wishes  everyone  "Merry 
Christmas." 
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"Homo  doctus  in  se  semper  divitias  habet"  is  all  very  true,  but  there  are 
moments  here  at  college  when  our  "store  of  riches"  fails  us  entirely  or,  at 
least,  palls,  and  we  would  turn  to  a  good  novel  for  diversion.  This  is  the 
reason  for  the  Denbigh  Fiction  Library.  There  we  may  hope  to  find  the 
amusement  and  stimulus  of  good  fiction.  There  are  always  among  the 
hundreds  of  new  novels  some  half  dozen  or  so  of  real,  though  possibly  transi- 
tory, interest  and  stimulation.  The  main  Library  cannot  afford  to  spend 
its  funds  on  ephemeral  books,  no  matter  how  able,  and  yet  it  is  pleasant 
and  desirable  to  have  them  at  hand.  They  ought  and  are  to  be  found  in 
the  Denbigh  Fiction  Library.  The  aim  of  the  Library  is  not,  and  has  never 
been,  to  "have  one  or  two  trashy  books";  if  "those  are  the  books  people 
want,"  they  must  be  easy  to  find  outside  of  the  Fiction  Library.  There 
are  undoubtedly  many  people  who  demand  "trashy"  books  and  the  sensa- 
tionalism of  fifteen-cent  magazines,  but  surely  no  college  organization 
should  hold  itself  responsible  for  the  gratification  of  such  desires.  The 
aim  of  the  Library,  quite  compatible  with  its  sponsorship  by  the  English 
Department,  is  to  supply  the  undergraduates  with  current  fiction  by  recog- 
nized and  reputable  authors.  Ought  we  not  in  recognition  and  apprecia- 
tion of  this  fact  take  a  greater  interest  and  enter  into  a  more  lively  coop- 
eration with  the  Fiction  library? 


Could  we  foresee  the  results  of  our  words,  did  we  but  realize  the  weight 
they  bear,  many  of  our  appeals  might  go  unuttered,  and  among  them,  per- 
haps, the  plea  for  more  "highbrows."  Scarcely  has  it  been  issued,  yet  each 
day  we  are  learning  of  more  and  more  enthusiastic  responses.  Studying  is 
again  coming  into  vogue,  and,  like  all  reactions,  we  fear  it  is  being  carried 
to  an  extreme,  particularly  by  the  younger  and  more  impressionable  of  us. 
The  movement  started  in  an  innocent  enough  way — a  small  group  of  Fresh- 
men, after  failing  their  first  three  quizzes,  decided  to  spend  a  little  time  each 
day  in  translating  Latin  and  reading  "Beowulf."  Such  was  the  revolution 
we  had  hoped  for. 

But  other  less  commonplace  souls  were  fired  with  a  greater  ambition, 
an  ambition  which  would  only  be  realized  by  midnight  studying.  The  entire 
Freshman  class  (for  up  to  this  point  the  radicals  were  confined  to  the 
youngest  class)  seemed,  thus  early,  to  be  entering  upon  a  competition  for 
the  European  Fellowship.  Beturning  from  the  theatre  we  would  identify 
1919  rooms  by  the  "midnight  oil,"  and  we  have  been  told,  though  of  course 
we  have  never  been  present,  that  there  is  a  "coffee  line"  at  2  A.  M.     The 


LOTTEEY 


few  members  of  the  class  who,  for  one  reason  or  another,  have  no  hope  of 
becoming  a  part  of  this  race  of  "super  highbrows,"  have  apparently  estab- 
lished a  competition  as  to  who  can  sleep  the  least  without  a  nervous  break- 
down, for  we  smelled  their  fudge  in  the  "wee  sma'  hours"  when  we  were 
wakened  by  the  rattle  of  their  pans  in  the  tea  pantry  close  by. 

But  until  to-day  we  thought  that  Juniors  and  Seniors  at  least  were  too 
well  established  in  their  habits  to  be  affected  by  this  radical  movement. 
Now  we  hear  of  a  Junior  spending  the  night  on  a  philosophy  report,  and  a 
Senior  suffering  from  "mental  exhaustion." 

What  are  we  coming  to  ?  We  recall  our  former  plea,  and  with  the  hope 
that  these  words  will  bear  equal  weight,  we  pray  that  the  student  body  as  a 
whole  will  return  to  its  normal  frivolous  course. 


DISILLUSIONMENT 


I  wonder  if  you  knew,  and  kept  from  me 
This  supreme  pain  I  never  thought  to  know. 
— Under  the  very  shadow  of  Love's  wings 

I  could  not  rest  content,  fearing  his  sudden  flight; 
And,  when  the  end  came,  I  saw  once-loved  things 
Emptied  of  all  their  joy,  and  wistful  new  delight 
Denied  by  old,  regretful  memory. — 
I  never  dreamed  regret  itself  would  go.  L.  E.  S.,  '16. 


LOTTERY 


"The    senor    on    horseback    hath  his  future  bliss,  let  the  last  remark 

bought   the    Spiritu    Sancta.      See,  pass  unheeded. 

this  money  hath  he  given  me."  Pedro  "I  go  now  to  buy  the  ticket  of  the 

proudly  displayed  a  silver  dollar  to  numbers  which  my  dream  last  night 

his  wife.     "Now  shall  I  buy  a  lot-  betokened.     Do  thou  mind  the  gar- 

tery  ticket."  den."    With  this  farewell  he  turned 

"Ah,  but  Pedro,"  she  sighed,  "I  and   ambled   lazily   down   the   road 

have    little   faith.      And    there    are  which  led  to  Panama  City. 
man)   things  we  need.     If  my  chil-  His  wife  looked  after  him  wear- 

dren'fi  father  did  but  work "  ily.     Then  she  turned  with  despair 

Pedro,  in  joyful  contemplation  of  to   their   miscniMe   dwelling   place. 
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The  little  shack  leaned  far  to  one 
side.  The  next  big  wind  would 
doubtless  blow  it  over.  Therefore 
Maria  spent  the  day  making  props 
to  hold  it  up,  out  of  young  trees 
which  she  laboriously  cut  down. 

It  was  late  when  Pedro  returned, 
as  he  had  waited  until  there  had 
been  a  chance  for  him  to  ride  the 
long  way  back.  Triumphantly  he 
waved  his  lottery  ticket. 

"Soon  shall  we  be  rich,  and  no 
longer  live  in  this  vile  hole.  We 
shall  ride,  too,  upon  the  lightning 
train  of  iron.  But  I  have  a  great 
hunger.  Que  perezosa  estas  !  Am  I 
to  have  naught  to  eat  after  all  I 
have  done  for  thee?" 

Maria,  taught  of  long  experience, 
said  nothing,  but  brought  him  his 
supper,  which  he  ate  at  leisure,  talk- 
ing the  while  of  what  he  would  do 
with  all  his  money. 

Sunday,  when  the  regular  time  for 
the  weekly  lottery  drawing  came 
around,  Pedro  rose  with  the  dawn, 
and  departed  wreathed  in  smiles. 
He  almost  hurried  in  his  eagerness, 
a  thing  he  had  never  been  known  to 
do  before. 

Crowds  had  already  begun  to 
gather  in  the  Plaza  before  the  Lot- 
tery Office.  Chattering,  gesticulating 
natives,  ragged  old  women  trying  to 
get  rid  of  their  last  tickets,  Span- 
iards, Americans,  uniformed  Army 
and  Navy  officers,  Panamanian  gov- 
ernment officials;  the  merely  curious 
as  well  as  the  actually  interested  had 
assembled  to  watch  the  drawing. 


Pedro  peered  at  his  ticket,  number 
99887.  Of  a  sudden,  silence  fell. 
Pedro,  from  his  post  by  the  wide 
open  doors,  saw  the  drawing  begin. 
A  small  girl  was  selected  from  the 
waiting  throng  and  placed  by  an  offi- 
cial on  a  table.  She  put  her  hand 
in  a  great  bowl  and  drew  forth  a  ball. 
It  showed  a  nine.  So  did  the  second 
ball,  drawn  in  like  manner.  Pedro 
held  his  breath.  The  third  number 
was  an  eight.  Pedro  began  praying 
aloud  to  the  Virgin,  but  was  in- 
stantly hushed  by  the  throng. 

"Ten  thousand  curses.  They  have 
spoiled  it  all  because  they  will  not  let 
me  pray,"  he  muttered,  and  so  it 
seemed,  for  the  next  two  numbers 
were  a  five  and  a  two.  Even  so, 
Pedro  had  won  fifteen  dollars  silver 
from  the  first  two  numbers,  which 
were  right.  He  hastened  to  present 
his  ticket.  The  money  was  given  to 
him  in  silver,  which  he  tied  up  in 
his  bandana  handkerchief. 

"Now  am  I  a  rich  man,"  said  he 
exultantly,  to  his  neighbor.  I  shall 
ride  upon  the  railway  train  and  buy 
a  horse.    It  is  well  to  be  rich." 

All  day  he  wandered  about  town 
from  drinking  hall  to  drinking  hall, 
that  all  his  friends  might  see  him  in 
his  affluence,  but  he  was  careful  to 
spend  sparingly. 

When  at  last  Pedro  started  un- 
steadily for  home  it  was  nearly  mid- 
night. He  was  not  far  on  his  way 
when  he  was  set  upon  by  two  men; 
his  money  was  wrested  from  him, 
and  he  was  left  dazed  and  bewil- 


THE    FLORENTINE    MADONNA 


dered  on  the  road.  When  he  had 
collected  his  scattered  wits,  lifting 
up  his  voice  in  lamentation,  he  de- 
jectedly resumed  his  homeward  jour- 
ney. 

"Pedro,"  his  wife  called  out,  when 
she  saw  his  shambling  figure  stumble 
up  the  path.    "Thou  art  late.    Thou 


hast  won  silver  and  got  drunk;  que 
demonio  del  hombre  estas !" 

"No,"  he  said.  "Fortune  is  not 
with  us.  I  have  won  nothing.  But  I 
shall  sell  another  orchid,  buy  another 
ticket,  and  next  week  shall  we  be 
be  rich." 

F.  S.  Bradley,  '16. 


THE  FLORENTINE  MADONNA 


I  shook  my  head  reluctantly  over 
the  Madonna. 

"I  can't  afford  her;  isn't  she  a 
beauty  ?" 

"It  is  not  much  to  pay  for  such  a 
picture,"  he  returned,  with  the  pre- 
ciseness  of  articulation  which  sits  so 
charmingly  upon  the  soft  tones  of 
native  Italian.  He  was  the  young 
and  courteous  attendant  who  had  fol- 
lowed me  about  with  a  delicate  un- 
obtrusiveness  ever  since  I  had  en- 
tered the  shop-gallery.  "It  is  from 
Florence,"  he  continued,  reversing 
the  picture  to  verify  what  he  said, 
"A  print  made  in  Florence." 

"Oh — that  accounts,"  I  spoke  more 
to  myself  than  to  him,  "I  thought 
they  couldn't  have  made  such  a  thing 
in  America.  They'd  have  got  it  too 
bright  or  too  misty." 

He  took  intelligent,  though  defer- 
ential, exception  to  my  tone. 

"But  I  must  object,"  he  said, 
"though  I  am  not  American.  There 
are  some  things  done  very  well  in 
America." 


"I  don't  agree  with  you,  though  I 
am  American."  My  tone  was  just 
a  trifle  fractious,  for  my  chief 
thought  was  still  on  the  vanishing 
Madonna.  "There  is,  perhaps,  one 
tiny  little  strand  of  American  art 
that's  genuine — that's  all." 

"Their  applied  arts  are  wonderful 
— superb !"  he  caught  me  up  eagerly. 
"Anything  that  will  be  put  to  some 
use — that  appeals  to  the  American 
mind.  We — we  are  not  practical  in 
Europe,"  he  shook  his  head  sadly  at 
one  of  the  disporting  cherubs.  "We 
are  an  old  civilization;  we  do  not 
understand  getting  things  done,  or 
even  making  money." 

I  was  in  the  mood  to  take  high 
ground  on  the  subject  of  my  native 
land's  confessed  achievement.  Some 
might  say  that  my  attitude  was  para- 
doxical, in  view  of  my  reasons  for 
renouncing  the  Madonna. 

"Oh — money!"  I  spoke  with  all 
the  weariness  of  one  who  has  borne, 
since  early  youth,  a  share  in  the  so- 
phistication of  a  money-making  so- 
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ciety.  "There  are,  after  all,  more 
important  things."  I  turned  slowly 
away. 

"That  is  undoubtedly  true,"  he  as- 
serted, following  me  the  step  I  had 
receded.  "Now  this  picture — I 
would  not  urge  you;  of  what  you 
may  afford,  you  yourself  are  the  best 
judge.  But  you  will  probably  never 
see  another  so  beautiful." 

"I  know,"  I  said,  my  eyes  wander- 
ing back  to  it.  In  truth  I  knew  it 
well  enough  at  the  moment.  "But 
I  simply  can't  afford  it." 

"I  have  often  found,"  he  said, 
meditatively,  "that  people  really  can 
— by  counting  up  what  they  will 
spend,  and  by  using  their  money 
with  carefulness — can  do  much  more 
than  they  at  first  think,  perhaps. 
After  all,"  he  flung  out  the  question 
like  a  sudden  personal  appeal,  "who 


can  afford  to  economize  in  pictures  ?" 

My  resolution  was  turning  to  wa- 
ter. Never,  I  trust,  was  the  Madon- 
na's beauty  put  to  such  a  purpose. 

"Of    course — I    might "    He 

watched  my  face,  his  own  gradually 
brightening  as  with  the  vindication 
of  a  generous  but  rash  estimate. 

"Even  if  some  things  must  be 
given  up,"  he  said,  "you  will  feel  the 
more  satisfaction  in  so  beautiful  a 
thing." 

"You  can't  afford  it,  even  by  econ- 
omizing," said  my  conscience. 

"I'll  take  it,"  I  brought  out,  de- 
feated.   "With  me,  please." 

He  departed  radiantly  to  have  the 
picture  wrapped.  As  I  waited  for  it 
I  felt,  for  some  reason,  singularly 
unlike  a  conquering  modern  in  the 
presence  of  the  artistic  but  imprac- 
tical Ancients. 


THE  FOCUS 


A  quiet  man  with  the  smooth, 
dark  skin  of  the  East  and  the  long- 
fingered  sensitive  hands  of  an  artist 
comes  forward  to  greet  you.  The 
two  Jow-ceilinged  rooms  are  full  of 
the  things  he  has  gathered  from 
far  countries.  Little  replicas  of  the 
wood-carved  Saints  from  French 
Cathedrals  hang  against  the  walls 
reflected  in  curious  gilt-framed  mir- 
rors from  Tunis.  Soft  prints  of 
Holbein's  are  crowded  almost  out  of 
sight  by  Buddhas  of  every  size  and 
description,  bowls  and  jugs  of  gay 


Brittany  ware  reflect  the  light  flick- 
ering in  delicately  wrought  lamps 
from  Spanish  churches.  Quantities 
of  embroideries  and  stuffs  from  Al- 
giers, Stamboul,  China,  are  heaped 
into  flat  rush  baskets  woven  along 
the  banks  of  the  Mle  above  the  third 
cataract.  Pat  terra  cotta  hued  water 
jugs  from  Africa  are  looped  about 
with  strange  necklaces  from  the 
Malay  Peninsulas.  The  confusions, 
the  juxtapositions,  are  bewildering. 
Russian  ikons,  tiny  gods  of  jade, 
Madonnas  after  the  Italian  primi- 
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tives  mingle  with  book  covers  of  the 
Beardsley  tradition,  reproductions  of 
Pissaros,  illuminated  manuscripts  of 
long  ago.  Gently  you  touch  the  tor- 
toise shell  sticks  of  an  old  lace  fan; 
here  is  the  perfume  bottle  Ptolemy 
buried  with  his  young  queen.  There 
are  moonstones  from  India  and  scarfs 


from  Bagdad.  Your  fascinating  ad- 
ventures carry  you  miles  and  cen- 
turies away.  At  last,  regretfully^ 
you  turn  to  the  door  with  its  leaded 
panes,  it  swings  to  behind  you,  and 
the  narrow  stairway  brings  you  out 
again  into  the  twentieth  century — 
and  Fifth  Avenue !     M.  O'S.,  '17. 


HORACE  CARM.  I,  38 

0,  Boy,  this  Persian  pomp  I  hate, 
And  woven  garlands  please  me  not. 

Pluck  not  the  rose  where  yet  it  lingers  late. 
Ah,  pluck  it  not! 

Kay,  rather  fetch  the  myrtle  flower. 
('Tis  not  unfit  for  me,  I  think), 
And  let  me  drink  within  my  shady  bower. 


Ah,  let  me  drink! 


Sakah  Hinde,  '17. 


IMPRESSIONS 


Quid  Faciam 

I  am  perplexed,  I  am  whirled  in 
a  vortex  of  doubt,  all  because  I 
stood  on  the  bank  of  a  rushing  river 
the  other  day.  I  started  to  say 
something  meaningless  like — "How 
adorable,"  expressing  my  usual  un- 
intelligent joy  at  the  beauty  of  the 
swirling  water,  when  suddenly  I  was 
assailed  by  doubt  for  the  different 
"me's"  witbin  me  all  struggled  for 
expression. 

My  literary  self  recalled  a  certain 
description  in  Spenser  so  fit  to  de- 
icribe  the  scene.  No  sooner  had  I 
thought  of  thifl  than  geology  within 


me  bade  me  consider  with  wonder 
and  awe  the  length  of  time  the  river 
had  taken  to  carve  out  this  fate. 
"No,  far  nobler  is  it  to  think  of  the 
river  as  a  symbol  of  the  constant 
ceaseless  flow  of  life."  So  spoke  the 
philosopher  within  me.  Then  the 
physicist  "me"  admonished : 

"Think  not  on  useless  beauty,  or 
vague  philosophy;  rather  think  of 
the  millions  of  ergs  in  that  river, 
all  perfectly  capable  of  doing  good 
work." 

So  I  stood,  bewildered,  perplexed 
— "Quid  faciam?" 

J.  Pauling,  '17. 


TIPYN   O     BOB 


KAI  TOAE 

A  horrid  fact — in  my  Junior  year 
I  have  discovered  that  Bryn  Mawr 
is  full  of  girls.  There  are  noisy  girls 
and  quiet  girls,  active  girls  and 
sedentary  girls,  typical  girls  and  un- 
usual girls;  I  eat  with  girls,  work 
with  girls,  talk  with  girls,  and  when 
I  am  alone  there  is  always  myself  to 
represent  the  girlish  ethos  of  the 
place.  Oh,  for  the  sight  of  an  aged 
crone  or  a  babe  newborn !  Everyone 
at  Bryn  Mawr  is  girlish  except  my 
dearest  friend — and  she  is  a  Bryn 
Mawr  girl.  J.  E.  G.,  '17. 


Side  Lights  on  the  Lantern-Man 

There  is  a  person  at  college  who 
belongs  to  the  land  of  mystery  and 
romance,  a  mere  shadow  of  a  person 
whom  no  one  knows  by  sight  or  by 
name,  but  who,  nevertheless,  is  an 
important  part  of  our  college  life — 
the  Lantern-man.  One  never  sees 
his  face,  but  only  his  black,  silent 
form,  as  he  passes  to  and  fro  along 
the  roads  at  night  (partially  illu- 
mined by  the  yellow  light  of  the  old- 
fashioned  lantern  he  carries).  For 
the  first  three  years  of  my  college 
life  it  was  a  short,  stumpy  shadow 
that  trudged  behind  the  crowds  of  us 
who  returned  to  college  from  our 
Christmas  vacation  by  the  last  possi- 
ble train,  and  helped  to  brighten  our 
way  through  the  snowstorm  with  his 
flickering  light.  Stolid  and  silent 
the  shadow  followed  us  then,  and  at 


many  other  times — indifferent  alike, 
whether  the  sleet  was  driving  hard 
in  our  faces  or  the  moonlight,  strik- 
ing through  the  bare  branches  of  the 
trees,  made  a  pattern  of  black  and 
silver  on  the  path  before  us. 

But  this  year  the  shadow  has 
changed  its  form.  No  longer  stooped 
and  stolid,  slim  and  upright,  it 
swings  along  with  a  swift  and  vig- 
orous tread.  I  was  coming  out  from 
town  after  dark,  very  early  this 
year,  and  noticed  especially  the  quick 
firm  steps  that  followed  me  so  closely 
that  splashes  of  yellow  lantern  light 
mingled  with  the  moonlight  on  the 
pathway.  As  I  passed  Shipley's  I 
noticed  a  white-capped  maid  who 
stood  by  the  gate.  Then,  a  moment 
later,  I  noticed  something  else.  The 
footsteps  behind  me  had  stopped.  I 
looked  back  and  on  the  path  by  the 
gate  stood  the  lantern. 

E.  B.  K.,  '16. 


BOOK  REVIEWS 

"New  Poems"  by  Robert  Brown- 
ing and  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning. 

During  the  first  week  of  May, 
1913,  Messrs.  Sotheby,  Wilkinson 
and  Hodge,  sold  at  auction  the 
Browning  Collection.  The  death 
of  Eobert  Barrett  Browning  at 
Asoto  in  the  previous  July  had 
necessitated  the  dispersal  of  the 
collection.  The  sale  was  momentous 
in  the  literary  world.     The  Brown- 
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ing^  library,  their  personal  be- 
longings, all  their  lares  et  penates, 
were  sold  to  the  highest  bidder. 
Among  the  various  effects  twelve 
new  poems,  by  Eobert  Browning, 
and  numerous  MSS.  by  Mrs.  Brown- 
ing, came  to  light.  The  Cornhill 
Magazine  and  Mr.  Thomas  T.  Wise 
later  published  the  more  important 
of  these.  Eecently  this  new  mate- 
rial has  been  brought  together  in 
permanent  form  by  Sir  Frederic  G. 
Kenyon,  and  published  by  the  Mac- 
millan  Company  ($1.25  net).  To 
the  twelve  new  poems  by  Eobert 
Browning  have  been  added  ten  that, 
up  to  date,  have  been  found  only  in 
the  Centenary  Edition,  and  seven 
others  from  various  sources.  Five 
of  the  six  poems  by  Mrs.  Browning 
represent  the  work  of  her  earlier 
period,  the  sixth  being  her  tribute 
"To  Eobert  Lytton."  Sir  Frederic 
Kenyon  has  prefaced  all  the  poems 
with  notes,  giving  what  is  known  of 
their  history,  both  literary  and  bio- 
graphical. An  added  interest  is  lent 
the  volume  by  the  two  letters  of  the 
Brownings  it  contains,  "Miss  Eliza- 
beth Barrett  Barrett's  Criticisms  of 
Some  of  her  Future  Husband's 
Poems — 1845,"  and  "Eobert  Brown- 
ing's Answers  to  Questions  Concern- 
ing Some  of  His  Poems."  These 
documents  are  of  the  keenest  interest 
to  the  Browning  student,  and  form 
a  delightful  and  sympathetic  conclu- 
sion to  the  volume. 

M.  O'S.,  '17. 


The  Path  to  Rome 

By  Hilaire  Belloc. 

It  is  my  firm  conviction  that  no 
one  ever  reads  the  review  of  a  book 
he  does  not  know;  hence  it  is  with 
the  assurance  of  obscurity  that  I  dis- 
cuss a  book,  now  out  of  print,  of 
which  I  have  never  met  a  single 
reader.  If  I  felt  that  you  had  read 
it,  or  would  read  this,  I  should 
hardly  dare  lay  my  exploiting  hand 
on  a  piece  of  literature  so  dependent 
on  sheer  cleverness  for  its  success, 
as  The  Path  to  Rome. 

It  is  not  a  history,  as  the  man  at 
Leary's  would  have  liked  to  persuade 
me,  nor  is  it  a  symbolic  novel;  it  is 
exactly  what  its  title  declares,  the  de- 
scription of  a  journey  to  Eome — a 
pilgrimage  on  foot  straight  from  the 
old  French  town  of  Toul,  to  "the 
City."  Yet  it  fails  to  be  dull;  from 
the  very  beginning,  the  portion  that 
"Anglo-Saxons  call  a  Foreword,  but 
gentlemen  a  Preface,"  to  the  clos- 
ing "Dithyrambic  Epithalamium  or 
Threnody"  we  travel  joyous  ways  at 
the  whim  of  a  pen  that  knows  no 
chapter  restrictions,  but  leads  a 
breathless  astonished  "Lector"  by  the 
nose,  through  scenery  and  stories, 
through  light  surmisings  and 
through  passages  of  bright,  keen  crit- 
icism. 

Mr.  Belloc  is  a  college  professor, 
and  we  may  naturally  expect  great 
powers  of  mind;  but  does  he  always 
scintillate  and  ring  to  every  passing 
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scene,  as  in  this  book?  or  are  we  to 
suppose  that  here  are  gathered  all 
his  favourite  thoughts,  a  kind  of 
store-house  for  his  other  writings? 
I  do  not  know,  because  I  have  not 
read  the  others;  but  I  think  that  he 
could  hardly  surpass,  even  now,  his 
estimate  of  the  German  people, 
which  comes  as  a  parenthesis  in  the 
description  of  a  bridge  of  boats  over 
the  Po : 

"...  They  are  of  necessity 
histrionic.  Note,  I  do  not  say  it  is 
a  vice  of  theirs.  It  is  a  necessity  of 
theirs,  an  appetite.  They  must  see 
themselves  on  a  stage.  Whether  they 
do  things  well  or  ill,  whether  it  is 
their  excellent  army  with  its  ridicu- 
lous parade,  or  their  eighteenth-cen- 
tury Sans-Soucis  with  avenues  and 
surprises,  or  their  national  legends 
with  gods  in  wigs  and  strong  men  in 
tights,  they  must  be  play-actors  to 
be  happy  and  therefore  to  be  effi- 
cient; and  if  I  were  Lord  of  Ger- 
many, and  desired  to  lead  my  nation 
and  to  be  loved  by  them,  I  should 
put  great  golden  feathers  on  my  hel- 
met, I  should  use  rhetorical  expres- 
sions, spout  monologues  in  public,  or- 
ganise wide  cavalry  charges  at  re- 
views, and  move  through  life  gen- 
erally to  the  crashing  of  an  or- 
chestra." 

Introduced  in  the  same  casual 
way,  to  help  over  a  dull  piece  of 
road  or  to  point  a  reference,  are  the 


stories  of  "The  Great  Barrel,"  "The 
Acolyte  of  Kheims,"  "The  Old  Sail- 
or," "The  Devil  and  the  Learned 
Man";  observations  on  "How  to 
Write  Ehymes"  on  bakers,  breakfast, 
windows  and  Mass.  All  of  these  sub- 
jects are  solemnly  noted  in  the  page 
headings  and  there  are  occasional 
cross-references,  for  fear  you  may 
forget  just  what  has  gone  before. 
The  illustrations  (photographed  on 
zinc,  one  gathers  from  the  preface) 
though  "Auctor"  makes  them  the 
subject  of  frequent  apology,  are 
pleasing  because  of  their  exact  corre- 
spondence with  the  text.  One  repre- 
sentation, of  an  incredibly  steep 
mountain  with  a  small  black  dot  on 
its  side,  is  thus  explained:  "The  lit- 
tle figure  is  Auctor.  Lector  is  up  in 
the  air  looking  at  him.  Observe  the 
perspective  of  the  lake  below,  but 
make  no  comments." 

With  all  this,  you  may  wonder 
whether  there  is  any  journey.  I  can- 
not tell  you  of  Vosges  forest  nights, 
of  the  adventures  of  the  "Marvelous 
Wine,"  of  the  "Terrible  Bridge"  and 
the  Gries  Pass;  cannot  give  to  you 
the  "feeling  of  the  road"  that  per- 
vades the  book.  But  before  closing 
I  would  ask  that  you  grant  me  the 
tolerance  that  "Auctor"  asks  for  "the 
just  but  anxious  fellow  that  sat  down 
dutifully  to  paint  the  soul  of  Switz- 
erland upon  a  fan." 

J.  G.,  '17. 
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The  Collected  Poems  of  Rupert  Brooke 

Upon  the  death  of  Eupert  Brooke  in  the  Aegean,  the  praise  and  tribute 
accorded  to  the  young  soldier-poet  was  immediate  and  widespread.  The 
many  poems  inspired  by  his  youth,  his  beauty,  his  winning  personality  and 
his  romantic  death,  and  the  popular  reprints  of  his  war  poems  have  done 
more  than  critical  appreciations  to  shape  and  prejudice  public  opinion.  It 
is  only  now,  upon  the  publication  of  his  Collected  Poems,  that  we  may 
fairly  come  to  an  independent  estimate  of  the  poems  of  Eupert  Brooke. 

The  poems  from  1905-1911  are,  in  a  sense,  more  truly  Experiments  than 
the  choriambics  which  are  grouped  under  that  title.  The  poet's  technique 
is  already  sure,  but  he  is  searching  about  for  subject-matter,  and  these 
early  poems  are  often  merely  variations  of  old  themes.  The  chief  burden 
of  the  poems  is  disillusionment,  which  takes  the  form  of  close  and  pitiless 
analysis.    In  the  metaphysical  poems  the  result  is  often  grotesque: 

"God's  little  pitiful  Body  lying,  worn  and  thin, 
And  curled  up  like  some  crumpled,  lonely  flower-petal." 

His  satire  or  parody  of  religious  creeds  and  beliefs  is  always  start- 
ling. Sometimes  it  is  bitter,  as  in  the  song  of  the  priests  On  the  Death  of 
Smet-Smet,  the  Hippopotamus  Goddess: 

"She  was  wrinkled  and  huge  and  hideous  ?    She  was  our  Mother. 
She  was  lustful  and  lewd? — but  a  God;  we  had  none  other"; 

sometimes  merely  fantastically  pointed: 

"But  somewhere,  beyond  Space  and  Time 
Is  wetter  water,  slimier  slime ! 
And  there  (they  trust)  there  swimmeth  One 
Who  swam  ere  rivers  were  begun, 
Immense,  of  fishy  form  and  mind, 
Squamous,  omnipotent  and  kind; 
And  under  that  Almighty  Fin, 
The  littlest  fish  may  enter  in." 

Brooke's  cynical  analysis  of  daily  life,  and  his  revolt  from  the  tra- 
ditional "passion"  of  the  decadents,  result  in  poems  depressing,  if  not 
actually  disgusting.  The  realism  of  Wagner,  A  Channel  Passage  or  Mene- 
laus  and  Helen  is  surely  beyond  the  limits  of  poetry.  In  his  poems  of 
death  there  are  occasionally  morbid  and  frightful  conceptions,  but  on  the 
whole  his  treatment  here  is  either  in  the  usual  literary  tradition: 
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"When  your  swift  hair  is  quiet  in  death, 

And  through  the  lips  corruption  thrust 
Has  stilled  the  labour  of  my  breath — 

When  we  are  dust,  when  we  are  dust! — " 

or  simply  grotesque: 

"    .     .     .    They  ran,  I'm  told 
Across  the  streets  of  Hell     .     .     . 

And  then 
They  suddenly  felt  the  wind  blow  cold, 
And  knew,  so  closely  pressed, 
Chill  air  on  lip  and  breast, 
And,  with  a  sick  surprise, 
The  emptiness  of  eyes." 

Disillusionment  and  sophistication  are  not  absent  from  his  love  poems, 
but  here  as  also  in  the  poems  of  Nature,  there  is  the  insight  and  sincerity 
that  comes  to  its  height  in  the  sonnets  on  the  war. 

"  'We  are  Earth's  best,  that  learnt  her  lesson  here. 
Life  is  our  cry.    We  have  kept  the  faith  !5  we  said ; 
*We  shall  go  down  with  unreluctant  tread 
Eose-crowned  into  the  darkness !'     .     .     .     Proud  we  were, 
And  laughed,  that  had  such  brave  true  things  to  say. 
— And  then  you  suddenly  cried,  and  turned  away." 

It  is  necessary  to  treat  the  poems  written  after  the  war  as  a  distinct 
group.  Brooke  expresses  in  the  first  of  the  five  sonnets,  Peace,  his  own 
appreciation  of  the  transformation  that  the  war  had  wrought  in  him: 

"Now,  God  be  thanked  Who  has  matched  us  with  His  hour, 

And  caught  our  youth,  and  wakened  us  from  sleeping, 
With  hand  made  sure,  clear  eye  and  sharpened  power, 

To  turn,  as  swimmers  into  cleanness  leaping, 
Glad  from  a  world  grown  old  and  cold  and  weary, 

Leave  the  sick  hearts  that  honour  could  not  move, 
And  half -men,  and  their  dirty  songs  and  dreary, 

And  all  the  little  emptiness  of  love !" 

As  poems  of  the  war,  the  sonnets  of  191k  take  their  place  among  the  great 
poems  of  patriotism. 
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"And  think,  this  heart,  all  evil  shed  away, 
A  pulse  in  the  eternal  mind,  no  less 
Gives  somewhere  back  the  thoughts  by  England  given;" 

is  in  the  same  exultant  patriotic  strain  as  Henley's  England,  My  England! 
But  aside  from  its  occasional  significance  the  sonnet  sequence  1914-  is  of 
importance  because  in  these  poems  Eupert  Brooke  has  definitely  laid 
aside  cynicism  and  disillusionment,  and  has  come  to  find  in  vital  things  a 
poetic  reality  far  removed  from  the  "realism"  of  his  early  work. 


DULCI  FISTULA 

A  PHILOSOPHICAL  THEME 

I  purpose  to  write  a  theme,  apply-  think  to  be  unity  and  coherence.   A 

ing  in  my  writing  the  philosophical  greater  mind  than  mine  may  think 

theory  that  things  exist  only  as  they  it  is  not  unity  and  coherence,  and 

are  perceived  in  the  mind.     To  be-  then,  of  course,  it  won't  be.    I  now 

gin  with  I  take  in  my  hand  some-  perceive  in  my  mind  that  I  have 

thing  that  I  think  is  a  pen.    I  think  written  at  least  a  hundred  words, 

it  is  a  pen  because  if  I  think  it  a  and  therefore  those  hundred  words 

pencil,  my  theme  will  not  be  accept-  must  exist.    If  there  is  any  one  who 

ed.    I  write  upon  what  I  perceive  to  has  no  faith  in  this  philosophical 

be  paper  of  the  right  size,  and  prop-  theory,  I  advise  him,  or  her,  to  count 

erly  folded.    I  hope  I  perceive  right,  the  words. 
I   develop  my  theme  with  what  I  J.  A.  H.,  '19. 


THE  GIRL  OF  MY  DREAMS 

There  once  was  a  girl  at  Bryn  Mawr, 

Who  won  for  herself  a  tin  star; 

She  never  stole  books,  and  she  never  stole  candy, 

And  when  she  would  gad,  she  found  it  as  handy 

To  wear  her  own  clothes  on  the  car. 

In  our  larder  she  never  did  swoop, 

To  sea  what  food  of  ours  she  could  scoop ; 
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And  she  thought  it  a  sin 

To  subtract  a  plain  pin, 

Though  her  skirt  braid  hung  down  in  a  loop. 

All  natural  greed  she  had  stifled, 

With  our  boxes  from  home  she  ne'er  trifled — 

I  opened  my  eyes 

"With  a  start  of  surprise, 

To  find  that  my  room  had  been  rifled. 

E.  H.  H.,  '16. 
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NORFOLKS  SPORTS  SUITS 

Distinctive  Style  Models  for  Misses  and  Young  Women, 
superbly  tailored  to  measure.  Every  garment  possesses  that 
absolute  correctness  of  style  which  distinguishes  Victor-made 
Clothes.     Attractively  Priced:  $25,  $30,  $35 

All  our  garments  are  cut  under 
the  personal  supervision  of 
Mr.  Victor. 

BENJ.  S.  VICTOR  &  CO.  wBSSb  1 1 15  WALNUT  ST. 


Our  Blouse  Shop  will  interest  you 
$6  to  $8  values,  $5.    See  them 


OlRGIDIAfUU^B 

188*5148™  Stbeet 

Dbo^obhBit^ 

BATS^GOtfDSr 

SfreeiALPmces  fob  College  Girls' 


CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 
LADIES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 

EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 

First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 

Special  Prices  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  (port  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

J6J8-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 

PHILADELPHIA 
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Pennocfy  Brothers 

1514  Chestnut  Street 


THE  HOOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  CHESTNUT  STREET 

Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  building 

SECOND— ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 


CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 


DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY        SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK,  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 
"B" 


"COLUMBIA' 

Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


GYMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 


Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL   MAKERS 

30 1  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept.  "B"  for  catalogue 


HOTEL 
MARTHA  WASHINGTON 

29  East  29th  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just   off  Fifth   Avenue. 
The    Famous    Hotel    for   Women. 

Bates  $1.50  per  day  and  up. 
For  parties  of  5  or  more  a 
large  room  at  $1  per  day  per 
person.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cents,  dinner  60  cents.  Spe- 
cial rates  for  long  periods. 
Comfort,  convenience  and 
PROTECTION,  all  Important 
to  the  woman  traveler  In 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
the  Martha  Washington  In  their  highest  degree. 
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GEORGE  ALLEN 

Incorporated 
—  CHESTNUT  STREET - 


-1214 

IMPORTER 

TRIMMED  HATS    :    FLOWERS 

RIBBONS        :       LACES        :        VEILINGS 

SILKS    :    VELVETS   :    HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 

Bell  Phone,  Gtn.  1480-01  Open  Evenings 

JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 
1872 —  Caterer — lS72 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 


Estimates  carefully  given      ::      First-class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — -Accommodates  100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 
leges, Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 
and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL   :   SHEEP   :  LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED   BEEF  ROOM   always  open  for   inspection 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  941 

Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,  N.  Y. 


CAPS,  GOWNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  Colleges 
and   Universities 

Bulletins,  etc. ,  upon  request 

Cvrreipondmct    Solitttrd 

Rich  Gowns  for  Faculties.  Pulpit  and  Bench 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULTS 

Every  Banking  Facility 

A.  A.  HIRST,  President  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES.  Treasurer 

P.  A.  HART,  Trust  Officer 

E.M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 
Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa.         Ardmore,  Pa. 


JOHN  J.   McDEVITT 


PRINTING 


Programs 
Bill  Heads 


Tickeis  Announcements 

Letter  Heads        Booklets,  etc. 

915  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.         Mi  Kinds  of 
Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 
Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN  MOORE 


ARTS    AND    CRAFTS   GUILD 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsic 
value  hut  individuality. 
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^w^HILE  we  show  at  all 
ill  times  a  large  and  care- 
VJL^  fully  selected  stock  of 
high-grade  FURNITURE,  it 

is  at  this  time  we  are  able  to 
call  attention  to  an  unusually 
complete  and  fine  display  of 
the  newest  and  best  made 
furniture. 

Gifts  and  novelties  for  the 
Holiday  season. 

Karcher  and  Rehn  Company 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 

Van  Horn  &  Son 

Theatrical  and  Historical  Costumers 

10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 

Delicious  Chocolates  and  Caramels 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a   box  of  SAUTTER'S, 

1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


BELL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


S.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 
1833  Spruce  Street 

Furrier  Habit  Making  A  Specialty 


INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists'  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  damage  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    l*>    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING,  PHILADELPHIA 

A.  POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :   Printing   :   Engraving 

PERSONAL  CARDS  AND  SOCIETY 
ENGRAVING.  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN    THE    HEART    OF    PHILADELPHIA 

THINGS  out  of  the  ORDINARY 

Dutch  Shop 

The  Place  for  X-MAS  CARDS 

13th  above  Walnut,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
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480 — Nainsook  Gown,  $1.25 


481 — Crepe  Corset  Cover,  65c 


THE     BEAUTIFUL     WORK     POSSIBLE     WITH 


"The  Perfect 
Crochet  Cotton' 


CORDICHET 


"The  Perfect 
Crochet  Cotton' 


As  an  example  of  the  adaptability  of  Royal  Society  Cordichet  the  illustrations  above  show  beautiful  yokes 
made  with  Cordichet — one  in  white  and  the  other  in  boil-proof  pink.  It  is  in  making  pieces  of  this  kind, 
where  permanency  and  beauty  are  chief  essentials,  that  the  unusual  merits  of  Cordichet  become  so  apparent. 
If  you  have  not  already  tried  Cordichet  you  will  find  a  most  convenient  means  of  doing  so  in  the  new 
Cordichet  Package  Outfits.  Besides  the  articles  illustrated  there  are  many  others  in  the  line  including 
handsome  items  of  wearing  apparel  and  household  adornment.  Each  package  contains  complete  materials, 
either  made  up  or  ready  for  making,  full  instructions  and  sufficient  Cordichet  to  complete  the  work. 

ASK  YOUR  DEALER.  He  has  in  stock  or  can  procure  for  you,  all  Royal  Society 
articles,  including  Embroidery  and  Crochet  Package  Outfits;  Embroidery  Floss  in  pure 
white  and  fast  colors;  Celesta  Twists,  washable  artificial  silk;  Crochet  Cottons,  etc. 

BEND    FOR  THE    ROYAL  SOCIETY    BOOKLET    AND    ILLUSTRATED    CIRCULARS 

H.   E.  VERRAN    CO.,  incorporated,  UNION  SQUARE  WEST,  NEW    YORK 
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We  q^er  //je  services  of  our  Skilled  Labor,  Modern  Equip' 
ment,    Large    Facilities,   ££    Reasonable    Prices 

and    Expert  Supervision  - —  ■ 

Write  for  Prices  on  Any  Kind  of  Printing 

THE  JOHN  C.  WINSTON  CO. 


1006-1016   ARCH   STREET,   PHILADELPHIA 


The  Teacher  Sees 
What  Dorothy  Loves 

"Oh,  Goody !"  Bobbie  says,  "She  loves 

Gee  !    I  wonder  who  she  loves." 
He'd  know  "who"  if  he  could  see,  as  the  teacher  does,  the 
other  side  of  the  slate,  where  mischievous  Dorothy  has  put,  in 
her  best  capitals,  the  word 


Jeti-0 


What  Dorothy  wrote  was,  "I  love  Jell-O,"  and  Bobbie  couldn't  object  to  that,  for 
probably  he  likes  Jell-O  himself  more  than  he  loves  any  girl. 

All  children  love  Jell-O,  and  as  it  is  one  of  those  good  things  to  eat  that  seem  to 
agree  with  everybody,  it  is  given  to  them  very  freely  by  thoughtful  parents. 
It  can  be  made  in  a  minute,  with  the  utmost  ease,  and  at  a 
stf^  cost  of  ten   cents,   into   desserts  of  the  most  ex- 

j£9k  quisite  delicacy  and  beauty. 

tCjJ?L  It  is  put  up  in  seven  pure  fruit  flavors :    Strawberry, 

Raspberry,  Lemon,  Orange,  Cherry,  Peach,  Chocolate. 

Each  in  a  separate  package,  10  cents  at  any  grocer's  or 
any  general  store. 


The  new  Jell-O  book  is  a  real  Kewple  book, 
with  pictures  ol  Kewpies  by  Rose  O'Neill  her- 
seli.  If  you  desire  one  and  will  write  and  ask  us 
lor  It  we  will  send  It  to  you  tree. 

THE  GENESEE  PURE  FOOD  CO., 
Le  Roy,  N.  Y.,  and  Bridfteburg,  Ont. 

'I  ii'  name  Jim  Oia  <>n  every  package  in  birred  let- 
tors.  Besureyou  get  J  m.i.-o.-uhI  Dot  something  else, 


a  package 


COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND  DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 

Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers 
Silversmiths,  Heraldists,  Stationers 

CHESTNUT  STREET  :  PHILADELPHIA 


The  Newest 

of  the 

New  Boots 

are  here,  in  almost 
endless  variety! 


Ste/gerwa/t,  1420  Chestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 


BRY1S  MAWR 
HARDWARE  COMPANY 
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Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


Walking  Boots 

Rich  Dark  Shade  Russian  Calf 
Gun  Metal  Calf 

Hanan  &  Son 


1318 

Chestnut 


N.  J.  LYONS 
BICYCLES  and  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEELS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307-W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 

ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PUNTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 


henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 


FLORIST 


FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "Made  in  Rosemont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 

WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 

DEALER  IN 

Choice  Recleaned   Oats,     Flour,    Feed,    Baled   Hay    and 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc..    Hardware,  Paint9,  Oils,  etc. 

BRYN  MAWR 


FRANK  J.  FLOYD 

MEN'S,  WOMEN'S  and  CHILDREN'S 
OUTFITTER 

DRY  GOODS  and  NOTIOISS 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
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SPAT  BOOTS 

The  strong  demand  for  Spat  Boots  has 
exhausted  the  stock  of  most  stores. 
Plenty  here.  See  the  new  lace  "Spat" 
— the   newest   New  York   innovation. 
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Chocolate- covered  mint-marshm al- 
lows, honey  -white  noygatv;  chocolate- 
covered  caraniels,  "1842"  biitt'er  sweets, 
chocolate- covered  liquid  cherries,  and 
other  alluring  dainties,  all  of  the  far- 
famed  Whitman's  quality,  in  a  box 
that  delights  the  artistic  eye. 

$1  the  package  at 

Henry  B.  Wallace 
H.  W.  Whitaker  Frank  W.  Prickett 
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■WE  ARE  better  prepared  than  ever  to  tailor 
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FASr^ONABLE  FABRICS  AND   FASHION    PLATES 
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CLEANING,  PRESSING,  REMODELING 

F.  W.  CROOK 
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The    reliable     Apothecary    of     Uoskmont    and 
Bbtn    Mawr    has    been    authorized    to    furnish   the 
College  Students  with   Drugs,   etc.     All  prescriptions 
are  compounded  by  competent  graduates  only. 
Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.m.  daily. 
Bryn    Mawr   (2    Stores)   Rosemont  J 
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EDITORIALS 

The  one  phrase  in  our  college  hymn  that  to  us  has  always  seemed  truly 
descriptive  is, — "thou  gracious  inspiration !"  Our  dignified  and  harmonious 
buildings,  our  green  sloping  campus,  our  thoughtfully  furnished  studies, 
our  attitude  towards  freshmen,  is  "gracious."  It  is  with  this  distinctive 
graciousness  of  Bryn  Mawr  that  we  especially  associate  Miss  Garrett.  The 
students  who  enjoy  her  generous  scholarships  appreciate  her  helpfulness  in 
academic  ways;  all  of  us  go  out  from  Bryn  Mawr  better  equipped  to  gain 
development  from  life  because  of  the  beauty  that  surrounds  us  day  by  day. 
The  rare  old  prints  upon  our  walls,  the  tapestry  that  she  herself  selected  for 
a  couch,  the  Deanery  that  everyone  considers  it  a  privilege  to  enter, — all 
these  speak  to  us  of  Miss  Garrett's  care  for  our  tastes  as  well  as  for  our 
minds. 

This  gracious  attitude  of  Miss  Garrett's  makes  us  wish  to  commemorate 
her  more  than  academic  helpfulness  and  feel  that  a  Students'  Building 
would  be  more  nearly  an  adequate  memorial  than  a  new  professorship. 
Propor  room  for  our  suppers  and  plays  and  for  our  various  organizations, 
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and  the  dignity  that  a  suitable  background  gives  to  this  phase  of  our  life, 
seems  in  keeping  with  what  we  like  best  to  remember  of  Miss  Garrett. 
Through  such  a  memorial  the  coming  classes  of  Bryn  Mawr  would  come 
nearer  to  learning  Miss  Garrett's  spirit. 


Successful  cramming  is  a  matter  of  genius.  This  has  been  said  before, 
but  it  is  worth  repetition,  now  that  we  are  once  more  about  to  stake  much 
of  the  credit  of  four  months'  work  on  the  trial  of  a  few  hours.  The 
"faithful-work-from-day-to-day"  slogan,  under  which  many  of  us  grew  up, 
is  not  an  adequate  formula  to  meet  the  requirements  of  a  vigorous  test, — 
and  our  examinations  are  coming,  more  and  more,  to  be  comprehensive 
reviews  of  the  semester's  work.  Cramming,  then,  has  become  a  necessity. 
It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  a  first-rate  crammer  can,  in  one  night, 
retrieve  a  semester's  negligence;  she  can  acquire  a  general  grasp  of  a 
subject,  that  will  save  her  from  fatigue-panic,  and  sufficient  data  to  anchor 
her  statements.  But  this  swift  catching  of  the  spirit  and  the  letter,  is  a 
feat  of  more  than  mere  intellect.  It  requires  phenomenal  receptiveness, 
and  an  unusually  heightened,  alert  state  of  mind.  Whereas  we  all  know 
the  "no-use"  feeling  of  the  night  before  an  examination:  how  we  linger 
over  milk-lunch — even  when  we  hate  milk,  and  the  crackers  are  stupid — 
drearily  considering  what  we  needn't  bother  about.  On  the  whole,  two 
days  are  safer  than  one  night,  and  it  is  wise  to  have  a  little  experience  of 
the  course  itself.  But  can  we  quite  suppress  our  admiration  of  the  "suc- 
cessful crammer"? 


"MISERIA!" 


Paolo  and  Francesca.    Oh  how  fair, 

How  kind  your  fortune!     Lovers  of  to-day 

May  envy  you  the  death  you  two  could  share 
So  simply,  and  that  most  compassionate  way 

Of  faith,  that  could  accord  you  for  your  sin 

To  have  a  hell  to  love  each  other  in. 

Margaret  Louise  Loudon",  '16. 
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THE  MOTH— A  Play  in  One  Act 


Persons: 
Felicia 
Ella 
Hubeet 
George 
City  Youths  and  Girls 

Scene. — A  New  York  cross  street 
below  Central  Parle. 

One  in  a  row  of  old  brownstone 
fronts  let  out  by  floors  for  light 
housekeeping.  Off  to  the  left  lies 
Riverside  Drive,  where  an  almost 
constant  stream  of  cars  go  by, 
their  lights  flashing  out  brightly  as 
the  darkness  grows  more  complete. 
From  the  right,  at  intervals  when 
the  doors  are  opened,  sounds  the 
cheap  music  of  a  picture  show. 
Felicia,  a  girl  of  about  twenty,  sits 
upon  the  top  step  of  the  stoop, 
gazing  toivards  the  Drive.  Ella, 
younger  and  more  pertly  dressed 
than  her  sister,  comes  in  from  the 
right  with  Hubert.  Hubert,  who 
is  perhaps  twenty-two,  stops  at  the 
viglii  of  Felicia,  and  stands  looking 
intently  at  her. 

Ella 

I  knew  she  would  be  there.    You 

needn't  have  worried.     All  summer 

she's   sat  there  every  evening,  just 

doing  nothing  for  hours  at  a  time. 

Hubert 

Turning  suddenly  towards  Ella. 
Doesn't  she  ever  play  around  with 


Ella 

Once  in  a  month  perhaps  she'll 
let  one  of  the  fellows  take  her  to 
dance  or  to  see  a  movie.  Felicia's 
good  looking  enough,  and  the  boys 
hang  around  her  for  a  while.  But 
they  soon  get  over  it,  because  most 
of  the  time  she  doesn't  pay  any  at- 
tention at  all  to  them;  she  just  sits 
there  and  looks  down  the  street.  Men 
don't  care  for  girls  that  haven't  any 
life  in  them;  you  have  to  keep  a 
man  amused.  You're  a  queer  fel- 
low, Hub. 

Hubert  gives  her  no  answer,  and 
they  stand  silent  for  a  moment,  look- 
ing at  Felicia. 

What  do  you  want  to  bother  about 
a  girl  like  that  for? 
She  faces  Hubert  self-consciously. 

Well,  good-bye. 

He  takes  a  step  towards  Felicia. 

I'll  go  dress.     Men  are  queer. 

She  goes  past  her  sister  and  into 
the  house. 

Hubert 
Sitting  down  beside  Felicia. 

Aren't  you  the  least  bit  glad  to 
see  me  back  again  ? 


Felicia 


No. 


Hubert 
You  haven't  missed  me  at  all  when 
I've  been  away  so  long? 


Felicia 


Y<>*. 


TIPYN  O     BOB 


Hubert 
Then  you  don't  like  me  any  more, 
Felicia? 

Felicia 

Yes. 

Hubert 
What's  the  trouble? 

Felicia 
That's  the  trouble. 

Hubert 
I  don't  understand. 

Felicia 
Of  course  you  don't  understand. 

She  turns  away  from  him  and  looks 
again  towards  the  Drive. 

Hubert 

Felicia,  marry  me.  You  know  I've 
always  been  in  love  with  you — ever 
since  we  used  to  sling  our  roller 
skates  over  our  shoulders  and  tramp 
across  to  Riverside  Drive.  You 
never  wanted  to  skate  around  here, 
but  over  there  you'd  keep  it  up  for 
hours. 

Felicia 

I  should  have  had  a  soft,  warm 
muff.  My  hands  got  red  and 
chapped  and  ugly  from  the  cold. 

Hubert 
Listen,  Felicia.  I  can  take  care  of 
you.  I  can't  buy  you  a  long  seal- 
skin coat  like  Mrs.  Schwab's,  but  I 
can  get  you  a  muff.  I'm  doing  well. 
After  this  trip  my  house  will  shove 
me  up  a  peg.    There  're  a  couple  of 


rooms  right  across  the  street  here; 
I  saw  them  in  the  want  ads.  this 
morning. 

Felicia 
What  would  be  the  use  of  my  hav- 
ing a  muff?     My  hands  would  al- 
ways be  ugly  if  I  had  the  housework 
to  do. 

Hubert 
Two  rooms  wouldn't  be  hard  to 
take  care  of. 

Felicia 

But  Fd  rather  sit  here. 
Hubert 

You'd  have  plenty  of  time  for  sit- 
ting on  the  doorstep.  Then  in  the 
evening  there'd  be  just  you  and  me. 
You'd  tell  me  what  you'd  been 
dreaming  about  all  day  long,  and  Fd 
tell  you  how  much  I  loved  you,  and 
that  I  was  making  more  money  for 
you  so  that  some  day  you  could  have 
everything  you  want. 

He  has  put  his  arm  around  her;  she 
sits  very  quietly. 

Felicia 
You  wouldn't  be  telling  me  how 
much  you  loved  me — then. 

Hubert 
Sometimes  "we'd  walk  together  on 
the  Drive  like  we  used  to  do  and 
watch  the  rich  folks. 

Felicia  frees  herself  from  his  arm 
and  stands,  looking  angrily  down 
at  him. 
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Felicia 
No.    I've  been  doing  that  by  my- 
self all  my  life, — watching  the  peo- 
ple over  there. 

She  flings  out  her  arms  towards  the 
Drive. 
I  don't  want  to  do  it  with  yon. 
I'm  as  good  as  those  women  on  Kiv- 
erside  Drive,  I  tell  you;  I'm  as  fit 
to  ride  along  on  soft  grey  cushions. 

Hubert 
Of  course  you  are.    Nobody  doubts 
it. 

Felicia 
When  I  see  girls  whose  noses  are 
red  with  cold,  I  want  to  take  out  a 
gold  vanity  case  and  look  into  the 
little  mirror. 

Hubeet 
None  of  the  women  who  own  gold 
vanity  cases  see  half  such  a  pretty 
face  as  yours. 

Felicia 
I  want  to  wear  velvet  coats  that 
shine  in  the  sunlight  and  jewels  that 
flash  when  I  reach  up  to  feel  if  my 
hair  is  smooth. 

She  is  crying. 

Hubert 

Putting  his  arms  around  her. 

Don't    I    count    at    all,    Felicia? 
Don't  I  make  up  for  anything? 

She  almost  lets  him  draw  her  down 
"beside  him;  then  loosens  herself 
gently. 


Felicia 
You  count  for  everything;  that's 
why  I  want  all  the  rest. 

Hubert 
If  we  love  each  other,  it  doesn't 
matter  whether  we're  rich  or  poor. 

Felicia 
You  don't  understand. 

Hubert 
Ella's  willing  to  marry  George. 
Can't  you  trust  me  as  much? 

Felicia 
I  don't  want  to  lose  you  as  Ella 
'11  lose  George. 

Hubert 
How  could  you  lose  me  if  you 
married  me? 

Felicia 
I'd  have  to  lose  you. 

Hubert 
I  couldn't  love  you  any  more  than 
I  do,  Felicia. 

Felicia 

No,  not  the  way  we  are  now. 

She  turns  her  face  towards  the  Drive. 

But  over  there  everything's  different. 
I  don't  know  what  it's  like;  when 
they've  gone  into  their  houses  we 
can't  see  in  on  account  of  the  real 
lace  curtains  in  the  windows.  But 
the  women  don't  get  to  be  drudges 
so  that  their  husbands  won't  notice 
them  after  a  couple  of  years. 
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Sadly. 
'  I  don't  want  you  to  stop  loving 
me. 

Hubert 
Marry  me  now,  Felicia. 

Felicia 
Sometimes  I  want  to  marry  you 
until  I  can't  bear  it.  I've  cried  as 
I  sat  here  alone  on  the  step  because 
I  wanted  so  to  feel  your  arms  around 
me.  I've  thought  I  could  be  happy 
to  take  care  of  our  children,  to  know 
you  loved  me. 

Hubert  puts  out  his  arms  to   her. 
She  shakes  her  head. 

I  can't.  If  I  married  you,  I'd  be 
just  like  my  mother,  like  Ella,  like 
everybody  here.  I  wouldn't  have 
time  to  dream  about  your  loving  me. 
I'd  have  to  be  thinking  if  we  could 
afford  meat  for  supper,  and  if  you 
felt  wealthy,  you'd  take  me  to  a 
movie. 

Hubert 

It  wouldn't  always  be  like  that. 
Felicia 

If  I  married  you  now,  I'd  be  old 
and  past  caring  before  you  had  time 
to  love  me.  I  should  never  have 
leaned  back  as  I  rode  down  to  meet 
you  and  smiled  at  the  thought  of 
what  you  would  say  to  me.  No,  I 
want  just  once  to  watch  the  sunset 
on  the  river  without  hating  it  be- 
cause I'm  not  like  the  women  over 
there. 


Hubert 
Don't  you  think  I  show  any  chance 
of  being  able  to  get  it  for  you  ? 

Felicia 
Wearily. 

I  don't  know.     I  only  know  if  I 
married  you  I'd  never  have  a  chance. 

Hubert 
Who's    going   to    give    you    your 
chance  ? 

Felicia 
I  don't  know. 

Hubert 
Stepping  back  from  her. 
So  that's  the  way  of  it? 

Felicia  does  not  answer;  Hubert 
moves  toward  her  again.  Very 
gently. 

That's  the  way  you're  always  go- 
ing to  feel? 

Felicia 
That's  the  way  I'm  always  going 
to  feel. 

He  stands  waiting  for  her  to  say 
something  more.    At  last. 

Hubert 

Good-bye,  Felicia. 

Felicia  is  looking  towards  the  Drive. 

Felicia 

How  bright  their  lights  show! 

She  does  not  look  around  as  Hubert 
goes  away.  The  music  sounds 
very  loudly  from  the  movie  thea- 
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tre.    Boys  and  girls  come  down  the 
street  calling  to  each  other. 

A  "Voice 
Just  in  time  for  the  second  per- 
formance. 

Another  Voice 
If  s  Marguerite  Clark  to-night. 

A  Third 
She's  great,  isn't  she? 

They  go  off  talking  and  laughing 
gaily.  George  comes  hurriedly  in 
and  stumbles  against  Felicia  on 
the  steps. 

George 
I  forgot  you'd  be  there. 

He  rings  the  bell.     Ella's  voice  is 
heard  inside. 

Ella 

There's  George.  Don't  wait  up 
for  me,  Mother.  Maybe  we'll  go  to 
more  than  one  show. 

She  appears  in  the  doorway. 
Keady,  George. 

George 
You're  sure  some  baby  to-night. 

Ella 
You're  pretty  fine  yourself. 


She  notices  Felicia  alone  on  the  door- 
step. 

So  you  couldn't  even  keep  Hub, 
Felicia.    I  do  feel  sorry  for  you,  I  do. 

George  very  grandly  offers  Ella  his 
arm  and  makes  a  deep  bow   to 

Felicia. 

George  I 

Good  night,  Miss  Felicia. 

Felicia    stands,    her    hands   tightly 
clasped.      A    late    couple   straggles 
across  the  stage. 

A  Voice 
Hurry,  or  we'll  be  late. 

The  music  stops,  showing  that  the 
doors  have  been  closed.  After  a 
moment  Felicia  loosens  her  hands. 

Felicia 
It  is  lonely  now  they  are  all  gone. 

She  sits  down  again  upon  the  steps, 
turning  her  face  towards  Riverside 
Drive. 

There  they  go.  To  somebody's 
ball?  To  the  opera?  I  wonder 
where. 

The  curtain  falls. 

M.  K.  H.,  '16. 
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MORNING 

The  wind  of  the  dawn,  with  a  soft  little  sigh 
Sets  all  the  reeds  a-quiver; 
While  the  sleepy  note  of  a  bird's  waking  song 
And  the  rustle  and  whisper  of  reeds,  ere  long 
Will  herald  the  day  by  the  river. 

Whence  came  the  dawn  breeze,  that  swift-passing  breath — 
What  was  the  message  it  brought  to  the  reeds 
That  caused  them  to  rustle  and  sleepily  stir, 
And  whisper  their  song  to  the  slumbering  air 
While  darkness  still  slept  on  the  meads? 

Lo,  the  wings  of  the  night  as  it  fled  from  the  day 
Wafted  that  breath  o'er  the  river. 
See !  the  flickering  stars  are  blown  out  one  by  one, 
And  russet  and  gold  'neath  the  rays  of  the  sun 
Shine  the  reeds  as  they  sway  by  the  river. 

S.  C.  J.,  '17. 
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Afternoon  Tea— A  Definition  plates,  and  where  you  didn't  have  to 

Tea  is  a  common  thing  at  college,  slice  1°™  own  le™*-If  J™  ^ve 

but  Afternoon  Tea  is  rare.     I  sup-  remembered  that  it  is  bad  form  to 

pose  most  people  would  not  grant  take  y°ur  tea  wlth  a  sPoon  for  more 

that  there  is  any  distinction  between  than    two   spoonf  uls-If    you   have 

thp  two  sipped  it  daintily  with  only  one  lump 

"I  was  invited  to  Eock.    We  had  of  suSar  in  {t  (or  at  least  not  more 

tea.    It  was  in  the  afternoon.    I  have  than  two)  from  a  cup  having  a  sau- 

most    certainly    been    to    afternoon  cer  to  match-If  you  have  engaged 

,     „                    ,    ,  .,  ,  ,                 ,  with  your  hostess  in  a  delightful  and 

tea"  you  say,  but  it  takes  a  great  ....                   , .               <.  .    , 

,    ,             ,,        x1      ,.          »   •,       i  intimate   conversation    on   frivolous 

deal  more  than  the  time  of  day  to  . 

,.,,,,              .  sumects  of  the  outside  world,  during 

make  it  afternoon  tea.  ,  f .                   ,.           .,,          - 

T,  .        ,     .„         ,        ,  which  conversation  neither  of  you 

It  is  only  if  you  have  been  some-  ,.,,., 

,           ,   *                                ,      .,-.  commenced  a  reply  until  the  other 

where  where  you  were  served  with  .,#••■,    n     -r* 

,.,             ,        ,       juj.4.  had  quite  finished — If,  on  departing, 

sandwiches  or  bread  and  butter  on  ^                           '          r         bi 


IMPRESSIONS 


you  did  not  forget  to  murmur:  "So 
good  of  you  to  ask  me,  dear.  So 
sorry  I  must  go/'  and  restrained  your 
impulse  to  take  just  one  more  sand- 
wich,— then,  and  only  then,  have  you 
really  been  to  Aiternoon  Tea. 

Sarah  Hinde,  '17. 


My  Cousin  Alice 

My  Cousin  Alice  was  only  a  little 
older  than  I,  but  she  dominated  me 
completely.  I  have  heard  it  said 
that  only  little  boys  love  a  bully. 
Now,  my  cousin  Alice  was  a  very 
competent  moral  bully. 

Her  great  weapon  was  silence. 
Whether  we  wrangled  over  the  doll 
Sabina,  or  disputed  the  length  of  the 
sidewalk  to  Helen's  house,  the  issue 
was  always  the  same. 

M  >Tig  |» 

"Tis  not!" 

"'Tie  too!" 

To  which  she  would  reply  by  sil- 
ence. By  and  by  she  would  stroll 
into  our  play  tent  on  the  lawn,  where 
she  busied  herself  with  some  book  or 
toy,  just  out  of  my  sight;  or  she 
would  mount  the  narrow  ledge  of  the 
picket  fence  and  walk  along  like  a 
circus  performer,  humming  a  tune  in 
the  provoking  manner  she  had  cop- 
ied from  Cousin  Rose.  I  knew  that 
all  this  careless  humming  was  copied 
to  anger  me;  I  knew  that  coppied 
humming  is  ridiculous,  that  to  yield 
Id  it  morn  ridiculous;  yet  I  would 
be  enraged  to  feel  that  I  was  yielding 


to  it.  Tears  of  helplessness  would 
sting  my  eyelids,  and  at  last,  thor- 
oughly beaten,  I  would  walk  over 
with  a  sullen, 

"Oh,  take  your  old  doll!"  which 
restored  our  relations. 

Her  method  of  keeping  me  in  or- 
der was  to  give  me  many  unexpected 
little  pricks,  by  way  of  showing  who 
was  master.  She  would  call  up  to 
the  playroom : 

"Come  down  and  I'll  show  you 
something  funny,"  and  if  I  did  not 
appear  on  the  instant,  she  would 
greet  me  with: 

"All  right — if  you  don't  want  to 
see  it;"  nor  could  anything  coax  her 
into  showing  it.  She  somehow  learnt 
my  baby  name,  "Munch"  (which  I 
hated  more  intensely  than  my  broth- 
er hated  his  baby  curls),  and  she 
would  apply  it  in  unsuspecting  mo- 
ments, mimicking  the  high,  thin 
tones  of  a  baby.  Another  thing 
which  hurt  me  senselessly  as  often 
as  she  did  it,  was  her  description  of 
a  certain  Jessie  Medburn,  whom  she 
had  played  with  at  her  other  house. 
This  Jessie — a  kind  of  childish  Mrs. 
Harris — grew  to  be  the  bane  of  my 
•life.  Her  hair  was  golden  and  curly, 
her  eyes  were  blue,  her  best  dress 
a  velvet,  she  rode  a  horse,  she  had 
two  grandmothers,  she  had  been  ill 
and  out  of  school  for  half  a  year, 
she  never,  never,  never  quarreled 
with  my  Cousin  Alice.  I  grew  nerv- 
ous whenever  she  was  mentioned, 
scenting   a   comparison   ahead,   and 
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made  strained  attempts  to  shift  the 
topic;  attempts  which,  of  course, 
Alice  saw  through  and  which  did  me 
more  harm  than  good. 

When  I  was  praised  for  playing 
the  piano,  or  for  my  high  monthly 
mark  in  arithmetic,  I  longed  to  say, 

"Your  old  Jessie  Medburn  can't 
play !"  or  "Did  Jessie  Medburn  ever 
get  95  ?"  But  the  words  always 
died  on  my  lips.  My  cousin  Alice 
had  taught  me  to  value  peace;  and, 
besides,  I  found  that  she  was  strange- 
ly indifferent  to  the  matters  in  which 
I  happened  to  excel.  •  My  elation, 
therefore,  was  short ;  I  always  ended 
by  feeling  apologetic  about  them,  and 
willing  enough  to  forget  them,  too. 

For  I  adored  my  cousin  Alice,  and 
cried  all  night  when  she  moved  away. 


In  Proof  of    the  Fact  That  Every 
Animal  Responds  in  Character- 
istic Fashion  to  a  Stimulus 
If  you   are   a   true   conservative, 

when  G tells  you  how  she  almost 

knocked  Dr.  S down,  you  will 

respond  with  the  expression  of  ex- 
quisite amusement  most  popular  in 
your  Freshman  year,  and  will  say, 
"I  love  that."  If  you  are  less  slow 
to  throw  off  a  habit,  yet  not  a  rad- 
ical, you  will  exclaim  at  intervals 

throughout    the    story,    "Screa 

ming!"  To  either  of  these  phrases 
you  may  add  "My  dear"  without  in 
any  way  changing  your  standing. 


But  if  you  are  a  thorough  modern, 
the  kind  of  girl  who  reads  Yanity 
Fair,  and  quotes  Tchekoff,  and  likes 
white  spats,  you  can  express  your  ap- 
preciation of  humour  in  only  one 
way.  With  an  air  of  strong  and 
simple  conviction,  you  say,  "Well, 
that's  the  world's  funniest." 

E.  T.  S.,  '16. 


Departure 

An  early  awakening,  while  the 
dawn  shimmers,  faintly  saffron, 
through  pattering  rain.  Hurried 
dressing  and  ordering,  with  a  mind 
preoccupied.  A  last  glance  at  the 
dusky  face  in  the  glass — a  half- 
breathed  prayer  that  the  cold  light 
spare  it  his  scrutiny.  Then  the 
lighted  breakfast-table  and  silent 
consumption  of  eggs  and  coffee;  the 
cream  has  not  come  yet,  but  no  one 
mentions  it.  He  sits  beside  you,  yet 
the  warmth  of  his  presence  is  but 
half  appreciated.  A  consultation  of 
watches,  and  everybody  rises.  The 
rest  have  somehow  finished  while  you 
leave  a  full  coffee  cup  and  an  un- 
broken roll.  There  is  a  shrugging 
on  of  overcoats;  the  ehauffeur  car- 
ries out  the  bags  and  the  door  bangs 
behind  muffled  figures.  The  motor 
whirrs ;  a  hand  waves  from  the  storm 
curtains  as  the  car  jerks  off. 

The  room  seems  greyer.  Why  did 
you  get  up  so  early ;  it  was  ridiculous 
— for  a  mere  acquaintance. 
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Armageddon 

Stephen  Phillips's  Armageddon 
has  been  played  in  England,  though, 
to  judge  from  the  review  in  the 
Athenaeum,  not  with  notable  success. 
With  spirited  acting,  it  may  be  that 
the  play  would  carry  for  a  patriotic 
English  audience,  but  when  there  are 
no  actors  to  create  whole  personali- 
ties, the  speeches  alone  remain  un- 
convincing bombast. 

Armageddon  offers  an  interesting 
comparison  with  Poems  of  the  Great 
War,  collected  and  published  in 
1914.  This  earlier  expression  of  the 
reaction  in  England  toward  the  war 
is,  like  Armageddon,  the  work  rather 
of  patriotic  than  poetic  inspiration, 
but  it  contains  none  of  the  definite 
charges  against  Germany  that  Ste- 
phen Phillips  has  introduced  into  his 
drama.  Such  explicit  accusations, 
which  immediately  raise  the  question 
of  their  truthfulness  to  fact,  weaken 
the  dramatic  effectiveness  of  Arma- 
geddon. A  poem  like  Mr.  William 
Watson's : 

"At   last  we   know   you,    War-lord. 

You  that  flung 
The  gauntlet  down,  fling  down  the 

mask  you  wore, 
Publish  your  heart  and  let  the  pent 

hate  pour, 
You  that  had  God  for  ever  on  your 

tongue." 


is  partisan  enough,  but  it  escapes  the 
petty  hostility  of  Stephen  Phillips's 

"Captain.  Sir,  I  come  for  in- 
structions.    The  Cathedral 

Trenk.     Well,  what  of  it? 

Captain.  It  still  stands,  though 
the  city  itself  is  in  flames.  Are  we 
to  train  our  guns  on  it? 

Trenk.  But,  of  course.  Bemem- 
ber !    Always  thorough ! 

Captain.  They  fly  the  Bed  Cross 
flag  from  it. 

Trenk.  That  makes  a  good  mark, 
eh? 

(Laughter.)" 

Armageddon  has  for  a  sub-title: 
"A  modern  epic  drama  in  a  Pro- 
logue, Series  of  Scenes,  and  an  Epi- 
logue, written  partly  in  prose  and 
partly  in  verse."  The  Prologue  and 
Epilogue  recount  the  councils  of  the 
Immortals  in  Hell.  They  are  alike 
the  finest  artistic  conception  and  the 
best  poetry  of  the  play.  Throughout 
there  are  many  fine  single  lines,  but 
in  the  Series  of  Scenes,  the  speeches 
which  are  written  in  blank  verse  are, 
as  a  whole,  unconvincing.  The  jux- 
taposition of  General  von  der  Trenk's 
modern  military  language  with  the 
rhetorical  blank  verse  of  the  Bishop 
of  Bheims  gives  to  the  scene  an  un- 
reality not  far  from  absurdity.  The 
last  episode,  in  which  the  vision  of 
Jeanne  d'Arc,  appearing  to  the  lead- 
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er  of  the  victorious  Allies,  marching  row  patriotism,  presents  a  distorted 

on  Cologne,  dissuades  him  from  lev-  view,  even  of  the  English  side  of 

eling  the  Cathedral, —  the  war  which  it  attempts  to  repre- 

"Because  they  ruined  Eheims,  sent.    As  the  Athenceum  points  out, 

Spare  ye  Cologne !" —  it  is  false  from  the  point  of  view  of 

is  perhaps  the  most  inadequate  part  real  English  spirit,  as  well  as  from 

of  the  play.  that  of  art. 

Armageddon,  the  product  of  a  nar-  L.  E.  S.,  '16. 


DULCI  FISTULA 

HORACE  I,   11 

Leuconce,  why  will  you  waste 

Your  father's  hard-earned  tin? 
Why  spend  it  all  on  mediums? 

You  let  them  take  you  in! 

You  know  how  much  I  disapprove 

Of  gypsies  and  palm-reading. 
It's  all  just  humbug,  every  bit, 

And  is  not  worth  your  heeding. 

We  all  must  know  we've  got  to  die 

At  some  time  or  another — 
What  makes  you  want  to  learn  the  date? 

It's  such  an  awful  bother. 

Why  not  devote  your  time  on  earth, 

As  well  as  all  your  money, 
To  having  one  great  glorious  spree 

And  seeing  movies  funny? 

Now,  if  you  think  you'd  like  that  life 

I'll  take  you  off  to  my  land, 
And  get  you  started  right  away 

Enjoying  Coney  Island. 

Frederica  Howell,  '19. 
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NORFOLKS  SPORTS  SUITS 

Distinctive  Style  Models  for  Misses  and  Young  Women, 
superbly  tailored  to  measure.  Every  garment  possesses  that 
absolute  correctness  of  style  which  distinguishes  Victor-made 
Clothes.     Attractively  Priced:  $25,  $30,  $35 

All  our  garments  are  cut  under 
the  personal  supervision  of 
Mr.  Victor. 

BENJ.  S.  VICTOR  &  CO.  womenSKsses  1 1 15  WALNUT  ST. 


Our  Blouse  Shop  will  interest  you 
$6  to  $8  values,  $5.    See  them 
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SPECIAL    OFFERINGS 

SCARF  and  TOQUE  SETS  made  of  extra  quality 
rich  black  plush — very  effective  and  the  latest 
style.  (Two  pounds.)  Per  set,  $3.50. 
BLUE  SERGE  DRESSES 
One-piece  style,  fine  quality  French  serge  with 
black  messaline  collar  and  girdle.  Value,  $15. 
(Three  pounds.)     Price,  $9.50 

HENRY  S.  LOMBARD 

22-26  MERCHANTS'  ROW,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 
LADIES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 

EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 

First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 

Special  Pricls  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  sport  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

1618-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 

PHILADELPHIA 
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GEORGE  ALLEN 

Incorporated 

-CHESTNUT  STREET - 
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IMPORTER 

TRIMMED  HATS    :    FLOWERS 

RIBBONS        :       LACES        :        VEILINGS 

SILKS    :    VELVETS    :    HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 

Bell  Phone,  Gtn.  1480-01  Open  Evenings 

JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 

1872 — Caterer — 1872 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 


Estimates  carefully  given      ::     First-class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — Accommodates  100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 
leges, Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 
and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL   :   SHEEP   :  LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED   BEEF  ROOM   always  open  for  inspection 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  941 

Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,  N.  Y. 

Makers  of 

CAPS,  GOWNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  Colleges 
and  Universities 


Bulletins,  etc. ,  upon  request 

Correspondence  Solicited 

Rich  Gowns  for  Faculties.  Pulpit  and  Bench 
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The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULTS 

Every  Banking  Facility 

A.  A.  HIRST,  President  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES.  Treasurer 

P.  A.  HART,  Trust  Officer 

E.M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 

Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa,  Ardmore,  Pa. 


JOHN  J.   McDEVITT 


PRINTING 


Programs 
Bill  Heads 


Tickets 
Letter  Heads 


Announcements 
Booklets,  etc 


915  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolare  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr„  Pa. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.        Rll  Kinds  of 
Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 
Established  1834.  CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

ARTS   AND    GRAFTS   GUILD 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsic 
value  but  individuality. 
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^w^HILE  we  show  at  all 
W  J  times  a  large  and  care- 
^**S  fully  selected  stock  of 
high-grade  FURNITURE,  it 
is  at  this  time  we  are  able  to 
call  attention  to  an  unusually 
complete  and  fine  display  of 
the  newest  and  best  made 
furniture. 

Gifts  and  novelties  for  the 
Holiday  season. 

Karcher  and  Rehn  Company 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 


Van  Horn  &  Son 


10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 

Delicious  Chocolates  and  Caramels 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a  box  of  SAUTTER'S, 

1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


BJXL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


S.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 
1833  Spruce  Street 

Furrier  Habit  Making  A  Specialty 


INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists'  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  damage  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    &    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING,  PHILADELPHIA 

A.  POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :   Printing   :   Engraving 

PERSONAL  CARDS  AND  SOCIETY 
ENGRAVING.  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN    THE    HEART   OF   PHILADELPHIA 
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Pmnoc\  Brothers 

1514  Chestnut  Street 


THE  HOOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  CHESTNUT  STREET 
Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  building 
SECOND— ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 

CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 


DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY        SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK,  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 
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Form 


Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 


GYMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 

Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASSUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL   MAKERS 

301  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept,  "B"  for  catalogue 


29  East  29th  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just   oft   Fifth   Avenue. 
The    Famous    Hotel   for   Women. 

Kates  $1.50  per  day  and  up. 
For  parties  of  5  or  more  > 
large  room  at  $1  per  day  per 
person.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cents,  dinner  50  cents.  Spe- 
cial rates  for  long  periods. 
Comfort,  convenience  and 
PROTECTION,  all  important 
to  the  woman  traveler  In 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
Martha  Washington  In  their  highest  degree. 
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THOSE  EXTREMELY  DAINTY  UNDERGARMENTS  YOU   SO  MUCH  ADMIRE  ARE 

HAND  EMBROIDERED 

THAT'S  THE  SECRET  OF  THEIR  ARTISTIC  ELEGANCE 

CI,  And  to  avail  yourself  of  the  almost  countless  opportunities  for  making  beautiful 
articles  of  wearing  apparel  and  household  decoration  you  should  go  at  once  to 
the   nearest   Art    Needlework    Department     *^  nM     J>.A.dr  „„.  &?& 

and  see  the  very   latest       ::::::      PQYAi^^B^SflCllf| 


EMBROIDERY  PACKAGE  OUTFITS 


C  You  will  find  that 
for  originality  of  design, 
completeness  of  assort- 
ment, surpassing  style 
and  high  quality,  Royal 
Society  Packages  and 
all  Royal  Society  prod- 
ucts hold  a  unique 
position  among  fine 
needle-work  materials. 

C  Every  package  con- 
tains stamped  material 
either  made  up  or  ready 
for  making,  sufficient 
floss  to  complete  the 
embroidery  and  exact 
working  instructions. 
There  are  dainty  Undergarments,  fine  Lingerie  Blouses,  Dressing  Sacques,  Boudoir 
Caps,  Fancy  Aprons,  Children's  Dresses,  etc.,  as  well  as  beautiful  household  articles. 

C  The  Royal  Society  line  includes  Embroidery  and  Crochet  Package  Outfits:— Embroidery 
Floss  in  while  and  fast  colors  Celesta  Twist  (The  Washable  Artificial  Silk):  Cordichel, 
"The  Perfect  Crochet  Cotton,"  Stamped  Linens,  etc. 

ROYAL  SOCIETY  PRODUCTS  ARE  SOLD  BY  DEALERS  EVERYWHERE 

Your  Retailer  can  supply  exactly  what  you  want  or  will  procure  it  for  you 

SEND    FOR    THE    ROYAL    SOCIETY     BOOKLET    AND    COMPLETE     PACKAGE    OUTFIT    CIRCULAR 

H.  E.  VERRAN    CO.,  incorporated,  UNION  SQUARE  WEST,  NEW    YORK 
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Corset  Cover,  Made  Up,  SOc. 


Please  mention  "TIPYN  O*  BOB  -Patronize  Advertiser* 


The  Home  of  Fine 
-Printing™ 


/  >. 


Both 
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Press-room 

and 

Bindery 

Facilities 

Unsurpassed 


WINSTON  BUILDING 
Where  this  Paper  was  Printed 

We  offer  the  services  of  our  Skilled  Labor,  Modern  Equip- 
ment, Large  Facilities,  fa   Reasonable  Prices 

and    Expert  Supervision  — 

Write  for  Prices  on  Any  Kind  of  Printing 

THE  JOHN  C.  WINSTON  CO. 


1006-1016   ARCH  STREET,   PHILADELPHIA 


The  Kewpies'  First  Banquet. 

For  a  long  time  the  Kewpies  have  been  distributing  sunshine  and  cheer 
and  good  times,  but  nobody  has  ever  done  anything  for  them  beyond  say- 
ing, "Aren't  they  cute?"  Now  the  Jell-O  Girl  is  giving  them  a  banquet 
and  is  serving  their  favorite  dish  of 


Every  sensible  woman  will  agree  with  the  Kewpies 
that  Jell-O  is  the  proper  thing  to  serve  for  dessert — not 
Only  because  its  flavor  is  delicious,  but  because  it  is  so 
easily  made  up  into  the  most  delightful  dishes  without 
cooking  and  without  adding  anything  but  boiling  water 
to  the  powder  from  the  wonderful  ten-cent  package. 

There  are  seven  different  pure  fruit  flavors  of  Jell-O  : 
Strawberry,  Raspberry,  Lemon,  Orange,  Cherry,  Peach, 
Chocolate.  Each,  in  a  package  by  itself,  10  cents  at 
any  grocer's  or  any  general  store. 

A  beautiful  new  Jell-O  book  tells  ol  a  young  bride's  house- 
keeping experiences.  It  has  splendid  pictures  in  colors  and 
will  interest  every  woman.  It  will  be  sent  to  you  tree  if  you 
will   send  us  your  name  and  address. 

THE  GENESEE  PURE  FOOD  CO..  Le  Roy,  N.  Y.,  and  Brideeburg,  Ont. 

A  tightly  sealed  waxed  paper  bag,  proof  against  mois- 
ture and  air,  encloses  the  Jell  ( )  in  ea<  h  package. 


This  is  the  package 


COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND  DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 


N.  J.  LYONS 
BICYCLES  and  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEcLS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307-W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co.     BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers 
Silversmiths,  Heraldists,  Stationers 

CHESTNUT  STREET   :  PHILADELPHIA 


The  Newest 
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New  Boots 

I©::,                         B 
©:                       I 
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Steigerwa/t,  1420  Chestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 

BRYIS  MAWR 
HARDWARE  COMPANY 

Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


Walking  Boots 

Rich  Dark  Shade  Russian  Calf 
Gun  Metal  Calf 


Hanan  &  Son 
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Chestnut 


ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PUNTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 

henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 

FLORIST 

FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "Made  in  Rosemont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 


WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 

DEALER  IN 

Choice  Recleaned   Oats,     Flour,   Feed,    Baled    Hay    and 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc..    Hardware,  Paints,  Oils,  etc. 

BRYN  MAWR 

FRANK  J.  FLOYD 
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OUTFITTER 

DRY  GOODS  and  NOTIOl^S 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
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SPAT  BOOTS 

The  strong  demand  for  Spat  Boots  has 
exhausted  the  stock  of  most  stores. 
Plenty  here.  See  the  new  lace  "Spat" 
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Chocolate-covered  mint-marshmallows, 
honey-white  nougat,  chocolate  covered  car- 
amels, "1842"  bitter  sweets,  chocolate- 
covered  liquid  cherries  and  other  delicious 
dainties  in  the  prettiest  box  imaginable. 

$1  the  package  at 

HENRY  B.  WALLACE 
H.  W.  WHITAKER  FRANK  W.  PRICKETT 

WM.  H.  RAMSEY  GANES  &  SNYDER 


VX/E  ARE  better  prepared  than  ever  to  tailor 

to  the  wants  of  young  ladies. 
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EDITORIAL 

The  end  of  a  semester  is  the  logical  time  to  consider  any  changes  in  the 
academic  schedule:  hitherto  in  the  midst  of  violent  discussions  about  five 
hour  courses  we  have  remained  silent,  deferring  judgment  until  we  could 
look  back  over  a  completed  five  hour  course.  Even  now  we  must  remember 
that  this  has  been  only  the  first  semester  under  the  new  system,  experimental' 
of  necessity,  and  in  consequence  involving  inconveniences  and  complications 
which  will  perhaps  be  eliminated  in  the  more  settled  half  of  the  year,  while, 
upon  further  trial,  new  advantages  may  reveal  themselves.  But  now  as 
we  look  back  at  our  attempts  to  digest  masses  of  facts,  supposedly  illumi- 
nated by  the  accompanying  reading,  at  our  struggles  in  the  final  test — a 
three  hour  examination — we  feel  that  it  is  not  too  soon  to  form  a  tentative 
judgment. 

Undoubtedly  the  new  system  offers  an  increased  opportunity  for  con- 
''•ntration.  One  can  certainly  very  profitably  give  undivided  time  and  at- 
t<  ntion  to  a  five  hour  course  in  19th  Century  Critics  or  the  History  of  Phil- 
osophy and  still  not  master  the  subject  in  one  semester.  However,  even  close 
application  fails  to  give  a  comprehensive  view  to  subjects  of  Ihese  dimensions 
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when  facts  and  details  have  been  heaped  upon  us  in  such  close  succession  that 
we  lack  the  interval  necessary  for  absorption.  For  a  student  who  has  never 
read  a  word  of  Philosophy  before  she  enters  the  general  course,  five  lectures 
a  week,  with  their  reading  assignments,  leave  but  little  time  for  philosophic 
meditations.  Moreover,  this  year,  when  into  these  five  lectures  is  condensed 
the  material  of  a  former  six  hour  course,  it  is  especially  difficult.  Eeally  to 
get  the  full  benefit  of  any  lecture  one  must  come  to  it  with  a  mind  renewed 
from  totally  different  sources.  To  the  monotony  of  ninety  minutes  a  day 
spent  in  reading  English  drama  of  one  period  it  is  difficult  to  bring  a  mind 
open  for  fresh  ideas  and  fine  distinctions.  There  is  little  chance  for  this 
renewing  if  one's  seven  and  a  half  hour  day  is  divided  into  the  routine  of 
a  period  each  of,  say,  Politics,  Philosophy,  and  Ancient  History.  If  we  are 
to  be  specialists  in  our  three  subjects,  the  plan  may  be  good;  if  not,  our 
minds  grow  stale  from  constant  consideration  of  such  a  limited  horizon. 

With  the  review  for  a  three  hour  examination  this  strain  in  one  direc- 
tion becomes  most  intense,  for  no  amount  of  daily  preparation  is  adequate 
for  such  a  test.  We  are  confronted  with  three  note  books  full  of  facts,  and  in 
the  maze  of  tabulation  we  lose  the  unity  of  the  course.  We  finally  go  into 
the  examination  with  a  mass  of  unrelated  details  in  our  minds,  ready  to  be 
shaken  out  forever  as  soon  as  the  test  is  over,  because  their  multiplicity  pre- 
cludes the  possibility  of  viewing  them  in  their  proper  perspective  with  their 
true  connections.  Why  indeed  should  we  strive  for  any  unity?  For  three 
hours  we  are  required  to  reproduce  with  great  rapidity  disjointed  facts. 
One-half  of  the  three  hour  English  matriculation  examination  is  to  be  spent 
in  careful  planning,  planning  which  reveals,  not  how  many  facts  we  are 
immediately  aware  of,  but  rather  our  grasp  of  the  subject  in  its  entirety.  A 
three  hour  collegiate  examination  requires  a  mind  alert  to  repeat  details, 
learned  parrot  fashion,  at  such  a  rate  that  most  minds  are  exhausted  before 
they  come  to  the  ordeal.  Even  if  we  begin  the  three  hours  unexhausted, 
we  are  so  tired  by  the  mere  physical  exertion  of  continuous  writing  that  we 
are  unable  to  do  ourselves  justice  in  the  last  hour. 

Finally  we  come  to  two  disadvantages  that  are  not  inherent  in  the  five 
hour  system,  but  at  present  are  creating  grave  complications — merits  and 
electives.  If  one  is  taking  three  five  hour  courses,  merits  become  a  serious 
question.  Where  it  was  comparatively  simple  to  make  a  credit  in  either  a 
two  or  a  three  hour  course,  a  three  hour  examination  plus  the  amount  of 
ground  covered  in  a  five  hour  course  make  even  a  merit  doubtful.  Add  to 
this  the  fact  that  the  number  of  merits  required  is  raised  from  seven  and  a 
half  to  ten,  and  the  only  remedy  seems  to  be  a  change  in  the  merit  system. 


WISDOM 


The  other  practical  problem  presented  is  the  difficulty  in  planning  one's 
electives.  Obviously  fewer  combinations  are  possible,  and  we  are  confronted 
with  the  question  of  finding,  among  so  many  five  hour  courses,  a  three  hour 
course  to  combine  with  Narrative  Writing.  Eather  than  give  up  this 
much  anticipated  course,  we  elect  with  it  three  hours  of  Ancient  History — 
we  never  could  learn  history — and  thereby  we  spoil  three  hours  of  electives, 
and  prove  the  despair  of  the  history  professor. 

Unless  next  semester  brings  to  light  new  advantages  of  the  five  hour 
courses,  it  seems  as  though  their  theoretic  advantages  have  hardly  been 
realized. 
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Since  love  is  dead,  I  will  not  weep 
But  hush  my  sorrowing  to  sleep, 
Smile  as  he  taught,  and  lift  my  head — 
Since  love  is  dead. 

Since  love  is  past,  I  will  recall 
How  beautiful  he  was  withal ; 
This  shall  sustain  me  at  the  last — 
Since  love  is  past. 

Since  love  is  gone,  I  will  remain 
And  make  glad  songs  from  all  my  pain; 
Haply  he  may  return  anon — 
Though  love  is  gone. 
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THE  MIRACLE  THAT  FAILED 


I  was  thirteen  when  it  happened. 
One  morning  when  I  arrived  at  the 
convent  I  found  everyone  in  deepest 
sadness,  for  Anne  Marie  was  very  ill 
— Anne  Marie  of  the  unfailing 
cheerfulness,  Anne  Marie  of  the 
lovely  brown  eyes. 

Lessons  were  conducted  just  the 
same  as  ever,  and  I  can  see  the  bare, 
white  walls  of  the  classroom  now, 
the  only  color  the  blue  bit  of  Medi- 
terranean through  the  windows.  I 
can  see  the  girls  in  their  stuffy  bhie 
serge  dresses  that  hunched  around 
the  waist,  and  their  prim  little  white 
aprons.  And  I  remember  that  Ger- 
maine  who  sat  next  to  me  at  the  long 
bench  had  the  "Cordon  bleu,"  which 
meant  she  had  had  "A"  in  all  her 
lessons  for  the  past  week.  La  Mere 
Steyert  was  hearing  us  in  our  gram- 
mar lesson,  when  Mere  Polonard 
came  in  and  spoke  to  her.  Then 
Mere  Steyert  leaned  over  her  pulpit- 
like desk  and  said  in  a  very  gentle 
voice : 

"Ecoutez,  mes  enfants,  you  know 
well  that  pauvre  petite  Anne  Marie 
is  very  ill,  so  now  the  Mother  Su- 
perior is  going  to  carry  Le  bon  Dieu 
to  her,  and  we  will  all  pray  as  it 


passes,  that  a  miracle  may  be 
wrought  and  that  Anne  Marie  may 
get  well." 

A  few  moments  later  we  heard  a 
little  bell  tinkling  and  we  all  knelt; 
then  the  slipping  shuffle  of  footsteps 
passed  the  door;  le  bon  Dieu  was  be- 
ing carried  past.  We  prayed  with  all 
our  childish  fervour  for  a  miracle  for 
Anne  Marie. 

I  remember  a  feeling  of  security 
that  Anne  Marie  would  get  well,  we 
had  prayed  so  earnestly.  Surely  le 
Bon  Dieu  would  work  a  miracle. 

The  next  morning  I  walked  up 
the  hill  to  Nazareth  with  a  light 
heart,  for  Anne  Marie  would  be  well, 
perhaps  she  might  even  be  down.  It 
was  a  wonderful  day  and  still, 
when  I  shut  my  eyes  I  can  see  the 
blue  of  the  sea  and  sky,  the  soft,  grey 
green  of  the  olive  trees,  and  I  can 
feel  and  smell  the  sunshine  and  the 
eucalyptus. 

So,  joyous,  I  entered  the  white 
coolness  of  the  convent.  On  the 
stairs  Germaine  met  me;  she  threw 
her  arms  around  my  neck  and  wept 
bitterly : 

"Anne  Marie  est  morte,  Jeanne, 
elle  est  morte." 
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"Demain  les  exumens — "  Ger- 
maine  said  with  a  shudder  as  she 
popped  the  last  morsel  of  her  petit 
pain  into  her  mouth.  I  would  have 
asked  what  she  meant,  but  just  then 
came  the  East  Indian  man  with  his 
mongoose,  and  we  ail  went  into  the 
garden  to  watch  him,  so  I  forgot. 
But  the  next  morning,  when  I  had 
toiled  up  the  hill  to  the  convent,  I 
found  things  in  a  terrible  state  of 
excitement.  All  the  girls  were 
standing  in  a  long  file,  pathetically 
funny  figures  in  their  bunchy  blue 
serge  uniforms,  little  white  aprons, 
heavy  stockings  and  clumpy  shoes, 
their  hair  dragged  back  into  coarse 
nets.  All  this  was  natural,  but 
what  was  unexpected  was  their  white 
cotton  gloves  and  expressions  of  ab- 
ject fear.  Soon  the  long  row  started 
shuffling  downstairs.  I  followed  at 
the  end,  where  I  was  sternly  mar- 
shalled by  Mere  Steyert.  As  we 
passed  the  blue  chirja  Madonna  at 
the  head  of  the  stairs  I  noticed  how 
devoutly  each  one  crossed  herself. 
We  filed  into  a  room  I  had  never 
been  in  before,  a  large  room  with 
whitewashed  walls,  which  glared 
white  under  bright  Italian  sunlight; 
on  one  wall  were  two  crossed  palm 
leaves,  the  only  ornament  in  the 
room.      Against   this   pitiless   back- 


ground sat  all  the  nuns  in  a  semi- 
circle. Notre  Mere,  the  tall  gaunt 
superior,  whom  we  seldom  saw,  sat 
in  the  middle.  I  was  terrified  at 
their  solemnity.  What  was  to  hap- 
pen ?  I  soon  found  out.  One  by  one 
the  girls  were  called  on  to  answer 
questions,  general  and  particular. 
Each  one  rose  and  faced  that  awe- 
some semicircle  of  black  hooded  fig- 
ures as  she  spoke,  and  I  shuddered 
in  anticipation  of  the  moment  when 
my  turn  would  come,  for  I  knew  I 
could  answer  nothing;  besides,  I  felt 
the  lack  of  white  cotton  gloves.  My 
heart  pounded  faster  and  faster.  I 
could  hardly  breathe.  At  last  Notre 
Mere  turned  to  the  nun  on  her  right : 

"Et  la  petite  Americaine  ?  Pas  ce 
matin,  je  crois." 

The  nun  nodded  assent.  I  almost 
fainted  for  joy.  No  questions  for 
me  that  morning. 

This  all  happened  a  long  time  ago, 
but  it  was  an  incident  that  I  shall 
never  forget.  Even  the  horror  of  the 
Senior  Orals  will  not  be  able  to 
eclipse  it,  and  the  sound  of  that 
glorious  word  "passed"  after  my 
name  will  never  equal  the  thrill  of 
those  words  uttered  by  Notre  Mere : 

"Et  la  petite  Americaine.  Pas  ce 
matin,  je  crois." 

M.  Janet  Pauling,  '17. 
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Tuneful  Tubs 

I  trailed  down  the  long  corridor, 
carrying  all  the  pleasant  parapher- 
nalia for  bathing:  fresh  towels  and 
soap  and  a  big  soft  powder  puff — 
and  congratulating  myself  on  having 
found  time  in  which  to  write  my 
theme.  I  could  plan  it  all  out  while 
I  tubbed  and  then  perhaps  I  might 
have  time  to  finish  copying  it  before 
dinner.  But  as  I  approached  the 
bath-room  a  strong,  clear  voice 
reached  me  through  two  oak  doors, 
chanting  the  famous  solo  from  Car- 
men: 

"Tor-ee-ador — 

um-um-da-da-da-da, 
Tor-ee-ador,  Tor-ee-ador." 

Once  past  the  first  door  leading  to 
the  bath  room  I  heard  other  noises, 
which  resolved  themselves,  when  I 
entered,  into  an  attempt  of  a  soprano 
and  alto  to  accomplish  a  "part  ren- 
dering" of: 

"When  you  wore  a  tulip,  a  big  yel- 
low tulip, 
And  I  wore  a  big  red  rose." 

All  the  tubs  were  taken,  and  as  I 
tried  each  door  successively  I  heard 
the  girl  behind  the  fourth  murmur- 
ing to  herself : 

"Stille  Nacht,  heilige  Nacht." 
Just  then  the  duet  changed  to 


"And  when  I  told  them  how  wonder- 
ful you  are, 

They  wouldn't  believe  me — they 
wouldn't  believe  me" — 

with   a  high  tenor  for  the  second 
part. 

I  reluctantly  gave  up  the  idea  of 
my  theme  and  my  tub  and  turned  to 
wash  my  hands,  but  when  the  Car- 
men singer,  who  had  momentarily 
stopped  for  breath,  added 

"You  made  Me  What  I  Am  To-day," 

to  the  music-laden  air,  I  snatched  up 
my  towels  and  fled. 

"Heard  melodies  are  sweet, 

But !" 

E.  B.  Kirk,  '16. 


My  "Leary" 

My  "Leary"  didn't  light  the 
lamps ;  he  was  the  postman.  And  be- 
cause of  him  I  love  all  postmen.  I 
love  them  not  for  the  letters  they 
bring  me  but  for  themselves. 

Every  sunny  morning  when  I  was 
little,  I  used  to  wait  on  the  porch  till 
that  blue-grey  figure  with  his  sag- 
ging leather  pouch  would  come 
round  the  corner.  Then  I'd  run  very- 
fast  down  the  walk  to  meet  him  and 
clutching  two  of  his  big  fingers,  set 
out.  They  were  wonderful  journeys 
we  took.  From  the  outside  our  hedge 
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was  very  tall  indeed  and  when  yon 
peeked  through  it  the  garden  lay 
wide  and  fascinating  and  the  backs 
of  the  larkspur  and  foxglove  looked 
unfamiliar  and  strange.  At  the  end 
of  the  hedge  was  the  Burney's 
house  and  we  usually  stopped  there 
to  talk  to  Bertha,  the  maid.  Once  I 
heard  the  postman  say  he  liked  pink 
cheeks.  I  was  glad  mine  were  pink 
because  I  liked  the  postman.  Ber- 
tha's cheeks  were  pink  too.  Between 
Burney's  house  and  the  next  there 
was  a  long  field  and  black-eyed- 
Susans  grew  in  it.  Sometimes  the 
postman  would  go  in  and  pick  me 
some.  I  never  picked  any  for  him 
because  there  was  a  big  black  and 
white  cow  in  the  field.  The  next 
house  was  the  Love  joys'  and  when 
we  had  climbed  the  steps  Miss  Mary 
would  come  out  and  give  us  cookies 
with  little  seeds  in  them.  And  then, 
because  I  was  only  five  and  couldn't 
go  any  farther,  I  would  sit  down  on 
the  top  step  and  eat  my  cookie.  But 
I'd  watch  my  postman,  running  up 
some  steps  and  passing  by  others, 
all  the  way  down  the  street  till  he 
was  out  of  sight  before  I'd  let  Kate, 
Miss  Mary's  maid,  take  me  home. 
Going  home  wasn't  the  same.  Kate 
walked  very  fast  and  took  such  big 
steps.  And  sometimes  the  black  and 
white  cow  in  the  field  would  "moo" 
at  us  and  frighten  me.  He  never 
"moo-ed"  at  me  when  I  was  with  the 
postman. 

M.  O'S.,  '17. 


The  Underlying  Cause 

It  is  interesting  to  watch  people 
make  their  way  against  a  cold  wind. 
There  are  two  kinds  of  them, — those 
who  huddle  into  their  wraps  and 
meet  the  wind  with  bowed  heads,  and 
those  who  stride  along,  shoulders 
back,  heads  high.  I  like  to  think  the 
difference  is  a  matter  of  spirit,  not 
a  matter  of  flannels. 

N\  F.  McFaden,  '17. 


Vagaries 

Days  come  when  apparently,  for 
no  reason  at  all,  steady  concentrated 
work  is  impossible.  The  strangest 
things  set  one  off  wandering  along 
aimless,  endless  paths,  paths  untried 
but  wholly  delightful.  Sometimes  it 
is  the  lilt  of  a  tune  or  the  cadence 
of  a  rhyme,  sometimes  it  is  only  the 
splash  of  a  raindrop  or  a  ruffly 
breeze.  Frequently  it  is  a  picture  of 
some  far-off,  forgotten  land,  which 
is  suddenly  flashed  across  the  mind. 
However,  when  it  occurs  one  is  quite 
absurdly  happy  and  useless  till  it 
goes  away  again. 

Strange  little  tunes  are  set  to 
playing  inside,  making  it  impossible 
to  remember  anything  or  to  think 
clearly.  People  come  and  go  and 
bear  important  messages,  but  if  one 
is  aware  of  them  at  all  they  appear 
as  odd  creatures  from  a  strange  un- 
stable planet  and  yet  vaguely  fa- 
miliar. They  leave  no  real  impres- 
sion.    One  is  indifferent  to  scold- 
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ings,  praise  or  blame.  And  nothing 
seems  to  matter.  The  old,  everyday, 
worn-out  world  seems  leagues  away, 
its  sounds  are  indistinguishable,  and 
instead  one  hears  only  the  joyous, 
pulsing  music  which  is  within,  which, 
though  springing  from  Nothing, 
seems  to  lead  toward  Everything. 
M.  B.  McCat,  '16. 


On  the  Campus 

I  was  hurrying  across  the  campus 
at  dusk  on  a  cold  windy  day,  when 
I  suddenly  noticed  her  walking  up 
the  hill  in  front  of  me,  pushing  her 
bicycle  and  turning  around  every 
now  and  then  to  peer  at  me  interest- 
edly through  her  curls. 

Under  the  first  lump  she  waited 
for  me,  saying  cheerfully,  "Hello." 
We  talked,  mostly  about  bicycles  and 
rag  dolls.  I  was  sorry  when  we 
reached  the  top  of  the  hill. 

"I  don't  do  it  very  well,  but  you 
can  watch  me  ride  down  if  you  want 
to"  she  said  by  way  of  farewell,  and 
the  next  moment  she  had  whizzed 
down  the  hill  out  of  sight. 

She  had  looked  so  ethereal  trip- 
ping along  in  the  dusk  in  her  flutter- 
ing white  dress.  Her  appearance 
and  disappearance  had  been  so  sud- 
den and  she  had  been  so  charming 
during  her  short  stay,  that  I  thought 
I  might  have  encountered  one  of 
those  elf  children  who  sometimes  flit 
across  the  paths  of  mortals  at  night. 
But  I   suppose   elves   do  not  ride 


bicycles.     She  was  probably  only  a 
human  child  in  a  gracious  mood,  and 
probably  when  I  see  her  again  she 
will  be  throwing  snowballs  at  me. 
Sarah  Hinde,  '17. 


Merit 


I  wish  the  world  in  general  under- 
stood the  High  Credit-Credit-Merit- 
Passed  scale  of  values.  Think  how 
much  simpler  it  would  be  instead  of 
saying,  "I  like  her  very  much;  she's 
one  of  my  best  friends,"  to  say,  "I 
like  her  High  Credit";  instead  of, 
"I've  just  met  her;  she  seems  to  be 
very  nice;  I'd  like  to  know  her  bet- 
ter," to  say,  "Merit,  revise  to 
Credit" ;  instead  of  "She's  one  of  the 
people  who  just  rub  me  the  wrong 
way"  to  say  "Failed." 

Nor  is  this  the  only  way  you  could 
use  it.  Suppose  somebody  says  to 
you,  "How  is  your  cold  to-day  ?"  and 
you  wanted  to  say,  "It's  much  better, 
thank  you ;  it  will  be  all  right  soon," 
it  would  express  your  meaning  much 
more  accurately  if  you  said  "Credit, 
thank  you,  nearly  High  Credit." 

There  are  other  questions.  Don't 
you  think  she's  good-looking?  How 
did  you  like  that  book?  Did  you 
have  a  nice  time?  How  was  the  ser- 
mon? How  do  you  like  her  voice? 
Does  it  hurt  much?  How  do  they 
get  on  together?  What  a  relief  it 
would  be  to  be  able  to  answer  all 
these  questions  with  the  same  ease 


STARLIGHT 


and  brevity  with  which  we  answer, 
"What  did  you  get?*' 

E.  M.  Clintox,  '16. 


Vacation  Fragments 

The  outcome  of  my  vacation  is 
nothing  subtle  like  a  new  comprehen- 
sion of  the  Christmas  spirit,  nothing 
glorious  like  a  lot  of  New  Year's  res- 
olutions; but  a  thousand  fragments 
of  loveliness  and  beauty.  I  have  the 
memory  of  the  magic  thrill  of  the 
white  dreamland  I  whirled  through 
on  the  train  homeward ;  I  can  see  the 
quiet    rolling    country    under    the 


ghostly  moonlight,  and  then  in  a 
flash  the  city  of  a  thousand  fireworks 
with  gold,  and  red  flames  and  black 
clouds  of  smoke  leaping  high,  and 
then  white  waving  spaces  again.  I 
remember  the  wondrous  monotony  of 
falling  snow  on  Christmas  Eve, 
lovely  like  the  languor  of  twilight ;  I 
have  the  memory  of  the  maize  of 
colour  at  dances,  dances  that  might 
have  been  glorious  gardens  of  a 
color-mad  genius.  A  myriad  happy 
memories  are  mine,  wherefore  to  tbe 

inevitable  "C  you  have  a  good " 

I  answer,  "The  best  yet." 

M.  Janet  Pauling,  '17. 


STARLIGHT 

Great  drooping  flower  masses  fringe  the  pool, 
And  in  its  depth  pale  fishes  faintly  stir, 
Slow-moving  shadows  in  the  icy  dark. 
These  were  the  Day  Star's  playthings,  flashing  scales 
And  flaming  gold  chrysanthemums  that  cast 
Glowing  reflections  at  the  water's  edge. 
But  at  his  setting  came  a  still,  cold  breath 
That  quenched  their  fire,  leaving  merest  ash 
To  the  wan  scrutiny  of  distant  worlds. 

J.  K.  G.,  '17. 
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BOOK  REVIEWS 


"  The  Noble  Pleasure  of  Praising  " 

It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  be 
able  to  add  my  mite  to  the  praise  al- 
ready showered  upon  Mrs.  Stratton- 
Porter  for  her  last  book,  Michael 
O'Halloran,  which  is,  to  my  mind, 
the  most  notable  addition  to  English 
literature  since  The  Rosary.  Be- 
sides its  really  remarkable  literary 
qualities  it  makes  us  understand 
why  charitably  inclined  persons  are 
sending  all  their  money  to  France 
and  Belgium  rather  than  to  The  As- 
sociations for  the  Help  and  Edifica- 
tion of  Newsboys.  The  life  and 
character  of  the  protagonist  "Mickey" 
explains  quite  simpiy  how  unneces- 
sary such  an  institution  is,  and 
shows  how  natural  it  is  for  a  clean, 
upright,  moral,  godly  little  boy  of 
ten  to  win  success  as  he  goes  about 
the  streets  crying: 

"I  like  to  sell  papers  sterilized ! 
Deodorized !  Vulcanized !  Mce  clean 
papers";  how  natural  it  is  for  him 
to  adopt  and  support  unaided,  a  little 
cripple  girl,  whom  he  cares  for  with 
all  the  skill  and  tenderness  of  a  male 
Florence  Nightingale;  how  natural 
it  is  for  him  to  rise  to  friendship 
with  the  most  prominent  people  in 
the  city,  although  he  refuses  even 
then  to  take  any  higher  position  than 
that  of  office  boy  until,  naturally 
enough,  his  genius  asserts  itself. 
After   publishing   one   of  the  most 


polished  of  Mickey's  odes,  the  editor 
of  the  largest  paper  in  the  city  writes 
to  the  lad,  who  is  then  but  sixteen : — 
"Your  place,  your  desk,  your  salary 
are  ready  whenever  you  want  to  be- 
gin work.  You  can't  come  too  soon 
to  suit  me. 

Chaffner." 

For  the  benefit  of  those  unable  to 
obtain  a  copy  of  the  book,  I  quote  the 
above-mentioned  ode  in  full.  It  is 
a  tribute  to  a  kindness  which  the 
editor  did  for  some  friends  of 
Mickey's  in  order  to  please  the  gen- 
erous little  fellow. 

"Sacred  to  the  memory  of  the  big- 
gest scoop, 
That  ever  fell  in  Mister  Chaffner's 
soup, 
And  was  pitched  by  this   nicest 

editor-man 
Where  it  belonged,  in  the  garbage 

can, 
To    please    his    friend,    Michael 
O'Halloran. 
Whoop     fellers,     whoop,     for     the 

drownded  scoop, 
That  departed  this  life  in  our  Edi- 
tor's soup! 
All  together,  boys,  Scoop!    Soup! 
Whoop !" 

It  needs  no  comment  of  mine  to 
bring  home  to  the  reader  the  value 
and  promise  of  such  a  production. 
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Naturally,  this  was  recognized  by  the 
great  journalist  and  we  are  glad  that 
he  made  an  appropriate  expression 
of  his  feelings  in  the  note  to 
Mickey. 

Delightfully  and  skillfully  inter- 
woven with  the  story  of  Mickey  and 
the  cripple  child, — Lily  Peaches,  his 
"little  flowersy  girl"  as  he  poetically 
called  her, — is  a  love  story  of  sur- 
passing sweetness  and  beauty.  It  is 
scarcely  fair,  perhaps,  to  anticipate 
the  readers'  pleasure  by  giving  too 
much  here,  yet  I  cannot  refrain  from 
quoting  Douglas  Bruce's  proposal  to 
Leslie,  because  it  shows  the  very  best 
of  the  book,  with  all  its  delicacy  of 
style,  its  fidelity  to  human  nature, 
its  virile  power  and  strength. 

The  conversation  takes  place  over 
the  'phone: 

"'Leslie,  will  you  do  something 
for  me?'  he  questioned. 

"'What?'  she  retorted. 

"  'Listen  with  one  ear,  stop  the 
other  and  tell  me  what  you  hear,'  he 
ordered. 

"  'Yes,'  she  said. 

"  'Did  you  hear,  Leslie  ?'  he  asked 
anxiously. 

"  'I  heard  something,  I  don't  know 
what,'  she  answered. 

"  'Can  you  describe  it,  Leslie  ?' 

"  'Just  a  rushing,  beating  sound ! 
What  is  it,  Douglas?' 

"  'My  heart,  Leslie,  sending  to 
you,  each  pulsing,  throbbing  stroke 
of  my  manhood  pouring  out  its  love 
for  you.' 


"  'Oh-h-h !'  cried  the  astonished 
girl.' " 

*  *  $  %  * 

There  is  no  need  of  my  saying 
more.  Brief  as  is  the  sketch  which 
I  have  given,  I  think  the  reader  him- 
self can  see  what  a  treat  is  in  store 
for  him,  in  this,  one  of  the  most 
widely  read  and  popular  books  of  the 
year. 

E.  B.  K.,  '16. 


W.  S.  Cather:  The  Song  of  the 
Lark 

It  was  Thea  Kronburg's  "power 
of  application,  her  rugged  will"  that 
interested  her  first  music  teacher;  it 
is  this  quality  in  Thea  that  makes 
the  final  virtue  of  Miss  Cathei-'s 
book.  Thea  does  not  belong  to  the 
self-analytic  artists  who  weary  the 
reader  with  their  endless  generaliza- 
tions about  "Art";  she  is  intensely 
active,  simply  and  healthily  alive. 
Into  this  girl,  born  of  Swedish 
parents  in  a  small  Colorado  town, 
Miss  Cather  has  put  her  conception 
of  the  West.  Thea's  voice  and 
Thea's  personality  are  the  product 
of  the  prairies  where  "wire  fences 
might  mark  the  end  of  a  man's  pas- 
ture, but  they  could  not  shut  in  his 
thoughts  as  mountains  and  forests 
can." 

Miss  Cather  has  not  made  the 
mistake  of  studying  every  emotional 
impulse  in  the  artist  until  one  can 
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visualize  the  whole  figure  that  will 
cover  such  a  mass  of  data — the  mis- 
take that  Eolland  made  in  Jean 
Christophe.  Eather  the  creator  of 
Thea  has  learned  from  Tolstoy  not 
to  weary  the  reader  with  her  central 
character.  She  has  objectively  built 
up  a  whole  society  around  Thea  that 
indirectly  gives  us  the  girl  herself. 
Moonstone  represents  the  usual  mid- 
dle Western  accumulation  of  people 
drifted  together  from  no  one  knows 
where  but  producing  a  distinct  local 
flavor.  Miss  Cather  has  a  sure  hand ; 
in  a  few  lines  she  takes  a  portrait 
that  is  a  likeness.  Dr.  Archie,  old 
Wunsch,  Mrs.  Kronburg,  and  at 
least  a  dozen  more  in  the  first  chap- 
ters of  the  book,  are  fully  realized 
people  and  one  sees  their  various 
influences  working  naturally  in 
Thea.  The  aspect  of  the  town  itself 
gives  a  substantial  air  to  these  peo- 
ple,— the  courthouse  and  its  cotton- 
wood  grove,  "the  brick  and  frame 
store  buildings  and  a  draw  full  of 
sunflowers  and  scraps  of  old  iron"; 
the  fringe  of  glittering  sandhills. 
And  then,  flashing  out,  come 
brightly  done  vignettes  of  Thea  in 
now  this,  now  that,  typical  attitude. 
The  incidents  related  of  Thea  are 
not  always  significant — Miss  Gath- 
er's method  is  not  economical — but 
they  keep  the  temper  of  the  book 
natural. 

The  book  is  biographical  in  in- 
tent, which  almost  of  necessity  pre- 
cludes   a    closely    knit    plot.      The 


characters  of  the  first  part  survive 
only  as  forces  and  memories  in 
Thea's  life;  new  people  come,  most 
of  whom  pass  in  their  turn.  She 
goes  to  Chicago  to  learn  to  be  a 
pianist,  loves  a  young  German 
brewer,  studies  grand  opera  in  Ger- 
many and  comes  back  to  New  York 
a  great  singer.  |But  Thea  herself 
has  been  so  naturally  presented  that 
she  makes  the  ancient  fairy  tale  of 
rewarded  virtue  seem  simple  and 
possible. 

The  last  quarter  of  the (  book  is, 
however,  not  nearly  so  well  done  as 
the  earlier  part.  Thea's  life  as 
"Kronburg"  is  over-interpreted. 
There  are  too  many  of  Miss  Gather's 
ideas  about  the  interpretations  of 
the  great  roles  in  German  opera,  and 
she  is  inclined  to  sink  back  into  a 
traditional  exaggerated  reverence  for 
artistic  achievement  rather  than 
continuing  to  regard  Thea  directly 
and  simply.  Sbe  feels  herself  an 
historical  novelist  and  her  manners 
become  a  little  didactic.  Theodore 
Thomas  is  an  attractive  figure  in 
the  history  of  Chicago,  but  in  Miss 
Gather's  novel  he  looks  dragged  in 
and  exists  there  as  an  unassimilated 
piece  of  furniture  for  local  color. 
This  passion  for  a  picturesque  at- 
mosphere is  Miss  Gather's  greatest 
temptation.  Even  in  the  earlier  and 
more  restrained  parts  of  her  book 
she  is  sometimes  guilty  of  a  sensa- 
tional episode.  The  incident  of  the 
tramp  who,  to  revenge  himself  upon 
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the  town,  drowned  himself  in  the 
standpipe  that  furnished  the  water 
supply  of  Moonstone  may  have  been 
drawn  from  actual  experience,  but 
it  is  too  lurid  an  example  of  Western 
conditions. 

Miss  Gather's  power  of  observa- 
tion is  truly  imaginative;  her  taste 
and  constructive  power  are  not 
always  so  happy.  She  has  learned 
wisely  to  hoard  the  glimpses  that 
she  gives  her  readers  of  Thea, 
but  she  does  not  unfailingly  choose 
the  dramatic  moment  at  which  to 
present  her.  It  is  too  often  only 
after  the  decisive  moment  that  we 
see  Thea,  and  consequently  it  is  not 
the  sustained  narrative  of  develop- 


ment from  crisis  to  crisis  which  Tol- 
stoy gives  us  in  his  flights  from  situ- 
ation to  situation.  There  is  a  flat- 
ness in  knowing  Thea's  emotion 
when  she  learned  that  Fred  Otten- 
burg  could  not  marry  her  only  as 
she  recalls  it  some  months  later.  It 
keeps  the  structure  of  the  novel  from 
being  bold  enough. 

Miss  Cather  has,  on  the  whole, 
made  a  significant  attempt  to  repro- 
duce the  spirit  of  the  West.  The 
description  of  character  construction 
has  been  much  more  rarely  done 
than  the  study  of  disintegration; 
the  difficulties  of  such  a  necessarily 
epic  method  seldom  successfully 
overcome. 


DULCI  FISTULA 

A  Good  Sport  :  The  longed-for  but  unattained  ideal  of  the  third -team 
captain. 

Humbly,  yet  in  vain  I'd  prayed, 
In  that  course  a  lowly  "pass." 
Graduation  was  delayed, 
Half  my  "merits"  missed,  alas ! 


Candor  is  a  doubtful  virtue! 

Reading  what  was  posted  there, 

Ever  candid,  loud  you  said  it, 
(Did  you  feel  looks  meant  to  hurt  you?) 

Intimating  blank  despair; 
"That's  the  first  time — only  credit." 


E.  M.  C,  '16. 
E.  T.  S.,  '16. 
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FRAGMENT  OF  CHORUS  FROM  A  LOST  PLAY 


1. 


XOP 


5.  (HMIX) 
(HMIX) 
(HMIX) 
(HMIX) 
(HMIX) 
10.  (HMIX) 
(HMIX) 

(HMIX) 

15.  XOP 


20. 


Oh  how  awful, — quiz  to-morrow, — 

So  much  reading,  all  important! 

I  can't  understand;  I  wish  I  could  die. 

Oh  what  do  you  know?    I  don't  know  a  thing. 

Haeckel  says  matter  is  basis  of  everything. 

Berkeley  says  matter  is  only  an  idea. 

Berkeley  is  wrong! 

Haeckel  is  wrong ! 

What  hot  potatoes ! 

Only  your  idea. 

No,  it  is  real ; 

It  burns  my  tongue. 

Infinite  mind 

Wills  you  should  feel  that. 

Do  I  sit  here  at  a  table 

Eating  meat  and  hot  potatoes  ? 

Or  is  this  a  feast  of  reason 

Willed  before  me  by  the  Spirit  ? 

If  I  know  what  I  don't  know,  I  know  it; 

I  can't  know  what  I  don't  know  I  know. 


TIPYN    O     BOB 


Garments  for  Misses  and  Young  Women 


Style  Models  that  possess  the  natty  lines 
that    especially  appeal    to   young   folks 

SPORT  SUITS  and  NORFOLK 

$30     $35 


The  drafting  of  ever}'  gar- 
ment is  under  the  direct 
supervision  of  Mr.  Victor 


BENJ.  S.  VICTOR  CO. 

1115  WALNUT  STREET 


18EASl48™STBBi5T 
nBU<JJOBBl?lTy 

SpeeiAi>PflicBsr  fob  College  GtirlS' 


SPECIAL    OFFERINGS 

SCARF  and  TOQUE  SETS  made  of  extra  quality 
rich  black  plush — very  effective  and  the  latest 
style.  (Two  pounds.)  Per  set,  $3.50. 
BLUE  SERGE  DRESSES 
One-piece  style,  fine  quality  French  serge  with 
black  messaline  collar  and  girdle.  Value,  $15. 
(Three  pounds.)     Price,  $9.50 

HENRY  S.  LOMBARD 

22-26   MERCHANTS'  ROW,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 

LADIES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 

EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 

First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 


Special  Prices  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  aport  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

J6J8-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 

PHILADELPHIA 
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1514  Chestnut  Street 


THE  HOOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  CHESTNUT  STREET 

Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  building 
SECOND— ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 

CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 


DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY        SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK,  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 
"B" 


•'COLUMBIA' 

Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


GYMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 


Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL   MAKERS 

301  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept,  "B"  for  catalogue 


HOTEL 
MARTHA  WASHINGTON 

29  East  29tk  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just   off  Fifth   Avenue. 
The   Famous    Hotel   for   Women. 

Kates  $1.50  per  day  and  up. 
For  parties  of  5  or  more  a 
large  room  at  $1  per  day  per 
person.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cents,  dinner  50  cents.  Spe- 
cial rates  for  long  periods. 
Comfort,  conTenlence  and 
PBOTECTJON.  all  important 
to  the  woman  traveler  In 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
the  Martha  Washington  In  their  highest  degree. 
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GEORGE  ALLEN 

Incorporated 
-CHESTNUT  STREET- 


1214 


IMPORTER 

TRIMMED  HATS    :    FLOWERS 

RIBBONS        :       LACES        :        VEILINGS 

SILKS    :    VELVETS    :   HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 
Bell  Phone,  Gtn.  1480-01  Open  Evenings 

JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 
1872 —  Caterer — 1872 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 


Estimates  carefully  given      ::      First-class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — Accommodates  100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 
leges, Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 
and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL   :   SHEEP   :   LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED    BEEF  ROOM    always  open   for   inspection 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  941 


Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,   N.  Y. 

Makers  of 

CAPS,  GOWNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  Colleges 
and    Universities 

Bulletins,  etc., upon  request 

i  •.,  .i  fondinei  Sollcltrd 

Rich  (jowns  for  Faculties.  Pulpit  and  Bench 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULTS 

Every  Banking  Facility 

A.  A.  HIRST,  President  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES.  Treasurer 

P.  A.  HART,  Trust  Officer 

E.M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 
Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa.         Ardmore,  Pa. 
JOHN  J.    McDEVITT 


Programs 
Bill  Heads 


Tickets 
Letter  Heads 


Announcements 
Booklets,  etc 


915  LANCASTER  AVE,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Brya  Mawr,  Pa. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.         Ml  Kinds  of 

Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN   MOORE 


ARTS    AND    CRAFTS   GUILD 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsic 
value  but  individuality. 
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'HILE  we  show  at  all 
times  a  large  and  care- 
fully selected  stock  of 
high-grade  FURNITURE,  it 
is  at  this  time  we  are  able  to 
call  attention  to  an  unusually 
complete  and  fine  display  of 
the  newest  and  best  made 
furniture. 

Gifts  and  novelties  for  the 
Holiday  season. 

Karcher  and  Rek  Company 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 


10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 

Delicious  Chocolates  and  Caramels 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a  box  of  SAUTTER'S, 

1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


BELL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


S.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 
1833  Spruce  Street 


Furrier 


Habit  Making  A  Specialty 
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INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists*  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  damage  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    L*    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING,  PHILADELPHIA 

A.   POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :   Printing   :   Engraving 

PERSONAL  CARDS  AND  SOCIETY 
ENGRAVING.  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN    THE    HEART   OF   PHILADELPHIA 


THINGS  out  of  the  ORDINARY 

Dutch -Shop 

The  Place  for  X-MAS  CARDS 


13th  above  Walnut,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
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The     Love  Bird"  Set 

ONE    OF    THE    ATTRACTIVE    FEATURES    IN    THE    SPRING    LINE    OF 


EMBROIDERY    PACKAGE    OUTFITS 


531— Scarf  and  Pin  Cushion,  75c.        532— Pillow,  50c. 
18  x  45-in.  Scarf.     4J  x  10-in.  Cushion 


533— Laundry  Bag,  75c. 


534 — Centerpiece,  50c. 
24-inch 


535 — Work  Bag,  50c. 
Made  Up 


53S— Card  Table  Cover,  85c. 
Made  Up 


"Loce  birds  and  font  of  flowers  in  legend's  ancient  lore. 
Brought  friendship,  plenty,  happiness,  a  lapping  at  the  door." 

This  handsome  "Love  Bird"  Set  is  one  more  charming  example  of  the  originality  and  distinctive  quality 
that  have  made  ROYAL  SOCIETY  Package  Outfits  supreme.  An  idea  of  the  beauty  and  daintiness 
of  the  decorative  motif  that  follows  through  these  useful  pieces  of  needlework  may  be  gained  from  the 
accompanying  photographic  illustrations. 

Though  artistic  to  the  highest  degree,  any  item  in  the  "Love  Bird"  Set  may  be  perfectly  executed  by 
even  an  inexperienced  needleworker,  for  each  package  contains  the  necessary  materials,  sufficient  ROYAL 
SOCIETY  Floss  to  complete  the  embroidery,  full  directions  and  chart  of  stitches.  They  are  stamped 
and  tinted  in  natural  colors  on  "White  Needleweave,"  a  new  and  durable  material  especially  woven  for 
embroidery  purposes. 

SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  ROYAL  SOCIETY  CIRCULAR 
SHOWING  THE  COMPLETE  SPRING  LINE  OF  PACKAGE  OUTFITS 

YOUR  DEALER  has  in  stock  or  can  procure  for  you  any  Royal  Society  article,  including  Embroidery 
Floss  in  pure  white  and  fast  colors;  Celesta  Twist  the  washable  artificial  Silk;  Cordichet,  The  Perfect 
Crochet  Cotton;    Embroidery  and  Cordichet  Package  Outfits;    Crochet  Cottons,  etc. 

H.   E.  VERRAN    CO.,  incorporated    UNION  SQUARE  WEST,  NEW    YORK 
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COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND  DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 


N.  J.  LYONS 
BICYCLES  and  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEELS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307-W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


Bailey.  Banks  &  Biddle  Co.     BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers 
Silversmiths,  Heraldists,  Stationers 

CHESTNUT  STREET   :   PHILADELPHIA 


The  Newest 

of  the 

New  Boots 

are  here>  in  almost 
endless  variety! 


Ste/gerwaft,  1420  Chestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 


BRYIS  MAWR 
HARDWARE   COMPANY 


<J*M*W*«*» 


Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


Walking  Boots 

Rich  Dark  Shade  Russian  Calf 
Gun  Metal  Calf 

Hanan  &  Son   Chi?I8ut 


ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PLANTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 

henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 

FLORIST 

FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "Made  in  Rosemont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 

WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 

DEALER  IN 

Choice  Recleaned   Oats,     Flour,   Feed,    Baled    Hay    and 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc.,    Hardware,   Paints,  Oils,  etc. 

BRYN  MAWR 


FRANK  J.  FLOYD 

MEN'S,  WOMEN'S  and  CHILDREN'S 
OUTFITTER 

DRY  GOODS  and  NOTIOM 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


Plea»e  mention  "TIPYN  O*  BOB" — Patronize  Advertisers 


$2.00  a  Year  20  Cents  a  Copy 

February  IS ,  1916 


'  ■  ^  • 

lipyrv 
o'  Bob 


Contents 


PAGE 

Editorials     1 

Winds  of  Autumn M.  W.  R..  '19  3 

The  Great  Aunt M.  S.  R..  '18  4 

Impressions 6 

Book  Reviews 9 

Clipped  Wings K.  B.  B..  ex-'I7  13 

Dulci  Fistula    14 


V— 


Published  on  the  firtt  and  fifteenth  of  each  month  from  November    lit  to  June  lit  incaiuvt. 
by  the  iludcatt  of  Bryn  M«wr  College 


If  you've  a  tooth  for  good  candy 

and  a  soul  for  pretty  things 

get 


Chocolate-covered  mint-marshmallows, 
honey-white  nougat,  chocolate-covered  car- 
amels, "1842"  bitter  sweets,  chocolate- 
covered  liquid  cherries  and  other  delicious 
dainties  in  the  prettiest  box  imaginable. 


SPAT  BOOTS 

The  strong  demand  for  Spat  Boots  has 
exhausted  the  stock  of  most  stores. 
Plenty  here.  See  the  new  lace  "Spat" 
— the   newest   New  York   innovation. 


(pronounced  gytino) 


The  Stores  of  Famous    SKoea  | 


1230  MARKET  STREET 


$1  the  package  at 

HENRY  B. 
H.  W.  WHITAKER 
WM.  H.  RAMSEY 


WALLACE 

FRANK  W.  PRICKETT 
GANES  &  SNYDER 


"WE  ARE  better  prepared  than  ever  to  tailor 

to  the  wants  of  young  ladies. 
FASHIONABLE  FABRICS  AND   FASHION    PLATES 
RECEIVED  MONTHLY 

CLEANING,  PRESSING,  REMODELING 

F.  W.  CROOK 

908  Lancaster  Ave.    Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 


r 


PRICKITT 


"N 


The    reliable    Apothecary    of     Rosimokt    and 

Bbtm    Mawb    has    been    authorized    to    furnish   the 

College  Students  with  Drugs,  etc.     All  prescriptions 

are  compounded  by  competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.m.  daily. 

Bryn    Mawr  (2    Stores)   Rosemont 
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We  are  interested  to  know 

How  Many  Students  Patronized  Binder's  for  Shampooing, 
Hair  Dressing  and  Toilet  Goods 

the  past  season.     When  you  do  come  in  tell  us  and  ask   for   sample   cake 

Binder's  Tar  Soap 

Thirteenth  above  Chestnut  Street 
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EDITORIALS 

In  Mrs.  Miller  of  the  Cottage  Tea  Eoom,  Bryn  Mawr  has  lost  a 
peculiarly  intimate  figure  from  its  "College  life/'  Most  of  us  have  known 
her  since  our  first  homesick,  inquisitive  Freshman  days — only  in  a  busi- 
ness way,  to  be  sure,  but  Mrs.  Miller's  "business  way"  was  full  of  kindliness 
and  dignity.  It  was  she  who  watched  over  the  little  parties  we  particularly 
wanted  to  succeed,  she  who  hurried  up  an  early  lunch  and  watched  the 
clock  that  we  might  not  miss  the  train;  and  it  was  she  to  whom  we  fled 
"when  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes,"  after  an  oral  or  before  a 
critical  paper.  She  has  comforted  us  with  chicken  patties  and  with  tea, 
soothed  lacerated  spirits,  and  kept  order  among  revelers  by  the  gentleness 
of  her  presence.  Of  her  deeper  qualities  we  cannot  speak,  but  the  quiet  little 
lady  whom  we  remember  cheerfully  making  change  for  six  different  girls 
on  a  single  order,  will  ho  missed  long  after  the  cups  are  empty  and  the 
clamouring  voices  still. 


Despite  the  fact  that  we  are  favored  by  the  constant  and  devoted 

interest  of  the  English  department  in  the  matter  of  perfecting  our  voices, 

ite  the  fact  that  by  laborious  practicing  of  phonetics  in  the  early  stages 
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of  college  we  learn  to  enunciate  distinctly  vowels,  consonants,  and  dip- 
thongs,  and  by  so  doing  pass  our  examinations  with  credits  and  even  high 
credits,  despite  the  zeal  with  which  we  try  reading  aloud  that  delightful 
bit  of  tomfoolery,  "Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese !",  despite  all 
these  things,  in  the  matter  of  every-day  voices  we  are  woefully  imperfect. 
We  have  succeeded  possibly  in  producing  our  voices,  but  we  have  still  to 
learn  the  more  difficult  art  of  subduing  them  now  that  they  are  produced. 
Let  anyone  enter  a  room  where  the  average  college  tea  is  in  full  swing  and 
try  to  talk  intelligently.  We  have  the  unfortunate  habit  of  screaming,  in 
our  enthusiasm,  to  one  another  over  our  tea-cups,  till  our  hostess  in  self- 
defense,  is  forced  to  scream  louder,  lest  she  commit  the  blunder  of  serving 
us  to  cream  and  one  lump  when  we  shouted  lemon  and  three  lumps.  If  we 
are  at  all  sensitive,  the  noise  around  us  robs  us  of  ordinary  wits !  We  are 
helpless  in  the  battle  of  sounds  and  we  venture  to  presume  that  there  is 
no  one  more  helpless  than  the  outsider  for  whom  the  tea  is  generally  given. 
Mark  Twain  said,  in  his  criticism  of  the  German  language,  "I  am  not 
one  of  those  people  who  criticize  adversely  and  then  neglect  to  suggest  any 
remedy."  In  this  case,  the  only  remedy  applicable  to  the  tea-voice  is  to 
subdue  it,  modulate  it,  control  it.  Then,  perhaps,  we  shall  give  to  after- 
noon tea  an  air  rather  of  harmonious  delight  than  of  riotous  Pandemonium. 


For  the  "technical  offense"  of  omitting  to  sign  the  registration  slip  in 
the  first  class  after  vacation,  the  penalty  of  a  deferred  examination  is 
imposed.  It  makes  no  difference  that  one  returned  to  college  the  night 
before,  while  "M.  or  "N."  stayed  over  for  a  luncheon  and  a  theatre  party, — 
both  meet  the  same  penalty.  It  is  of  no  avail  that  the  professor  bears  witness 
for  one's  presence, — that  is  unquestioned,  but  the  signature  is  missing. 
Carelessness  has,  before  now,  brought  many  to  feel  the  rigour  of  the  law;  it 
is  just,  to  suffer  where  they  suffered.  But  there  may  be  another  complica- 
tion. Begistration  must  be  completed  within  the  first  twenty  minutes  of 
the  period.  Now  it  is  practically  impossible  for  the  large  required  classes, 
seventy  or  eighty  strong,  to  be  assembled  from  all  parts  of  the  campus  and 
all  varieties  of  occupation,  before  ten  minutes  after  the  hour.  This  is  so 
universally  recognized  that  the  instructors  themselves  often  make  a  point 
of  not  arriving  until  eight  or  ten  minutes  past.  On  the  day  after  a  vacation, 
especially  in  the  second  or  third  hour  when  many  students,  coming  from 
other  classes,  will  be  late,  it  is  impossible  for  the  registration  slip  to  make  the 
round  of  the  class  within  the  allotted  time.    What  is  to  be  done  ?    At  nine- 
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teen  minutes  past,  is  one  to  interrupt  the  lecture,  which,  after  all,  one  has 
been  too  nervous  to  give  attention  to,  and  demand  that  precious  paper,  side- 
tracked in  some  eddy  of  nine  o'clock  scholars  ?  Or  is  one  to  sit  on,  uneasily, 
reddening  at  the  thought  of  technical  defection,  and  bringing  upon  the 
college  the  moral  duty  of  wholesale  technical  execution? 

It  would  be  better,  perhaps,  to  defer  the  lecture  until  after  the  regis- 
tration— if  one  must  have  a  crowbar  device  for  lifting  a  straw!  One  is 
somehow  convinced  that  so  small  a  community  as  Bryn  Mawr  could  be 
handled  much  more  simply. 


WINDS  OF  AUTUMN 

0  some  may  sing  of  autumn 

In  mournful  verse  and  slow ; 
But  they  have  not  been  a-roaming 

Where  the  wild  winds  blow, 
Where  the  dome  of  sky  is  blue  and  high, 
And  the  swift  white  clouds  go  sailing  by. 

For  there  the  hills  are  rolling, 

Brown  and  wide  and  free, 
And  the  yellow  leaves  go  flying, 

From  yonder  poplar  tree, 
Aloft  in  the  sky  so  blue  and  high, 
Where  the  swift  white  clouds  are  sailing  by. 

0  there's  glee  in  windy  weather ! 

Our  very  feet  have  wings ; 
Through  the  wild  exultant  blowing 

The  heart  of  nature  sings, 
When  the  joyous  sky  is  blue  and  high 
Arid  the  swift  white  clouds  go  sailing  by. 

M.  W.  E.,  '19. 
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THE  GREAT  AUNT 


The  boy  was  eight  years  old,  and 
a  man.  He  was  angry  and  bewil- 
dered at  heart  because  the  world  did 
not  see  him  as  he  was.  He  was  an 
able  seaman  with  a  rolling  walk  and 
a  fierce  gleam  in  his  eye.  He  might 
any  day  become  a  commodore  or  a 
pirate.  But  his  mother  and  his  aunts 
thought  that  he  was  only  a  little 
boy.  They  were  never  quite  easy 
when  he  went  out  without  rubbers. 
They  always  wanted  him  to  wear  a 
hat  for  fear  of  sun-stroke. 

One  day,  the  boy  grew  weary  of  it 
all.  He  felt  himself  growing  old 
without  tasting  adventure.  He 
longed  for  the  free  bold  life  of  the 
quarterdeck.  Moreover,  he  had 
tweaked  the  cat's  tail,  and  been  put 
in  the  corner  for  it,  and  his  heart 
was  bitter  within  him.  Instead  of 
standing  in  the  corner,  he  sat  down, 
and  took  off  his  shoes  and  stockings. 
Then  he  climbed  out  the  window,  and 
ran  along  behind  the  garden  wall, 
until  he  came  to  the  stream.  In  the 
stream  was  the  farmer's  boat,  moored 
to  the  bank.  He  jumped  in,  undid 
the  rope,  and  pushed  off.  As  the 
boat  moved  forward,  he  made  his 
plans.  He  would  sail  seaward  until 
he  came  under  the  lee  of  some  great 
pirate-ship.  The  captain  would 
take  him  in  as  cabin-boy,  and  he 
would  come  back  after  many  years, 
with  a  bagful  of  gold  for  his  mother, 


and  his  pockets  full  of  lollypops. 
The  boat  glided  on  steadily.  The 
dark  water  slipped  away  from  under 
him  and  the  green  banks  glided  past. 
When  he  remembered  that  he  was 
going  down  the  stream  for  the  last 
time,  the  boy  felt  his  heart  sink.  It 
was  not  so  easy,  after  all,  to  sail 
out  into  the  wide  world.  Around  a 
bend  in  the  stream,  the  current  slack- 
ened, and,  once,  the  boat  dragged 
on  a  sand-bar.  At  a  little  distance, 
he  could  see  the  house  of  his  Great 
Aunt.  He  wondered  whether  he 
might  not  go  in  and  bid  her  good- 
bye. The  house  had  a  steep  gable 
roof  with  little  dormer  windows.  At 
each  window  there  were  white 
curtains  and  a  little  pot  of  flowers. 
All  the  rest  of  the  house  was 
hidden  by  crowding  fruit-trees, 
upon  which  he  could  see  the  apples 
and  pears,  warm  red  and  yellow  in 
the  afternoon  sun.  He  could  even 
see  his  Great  Aunt  standing  on  the 
flagged  walk  that  led  to  the  brook. 
She  was  very  old,  but  very  erect. 
She  wore  a  gown  of  sprigged  muslin, 
and  a  pointed  sunbonnet  and  little 
high-heeled  slippers,  and  she  walked 
with  a  cane. 

The  current  swung  inwards, 
against  the  bank,  and  the  boy  found! 
his  vessel  stuck  fast  on  a  sand-bar, 
almost  at  the  feet  of  his  Great  Aunt. 

"Why,   Great  Nephew!"   she   ex- 


THE  GREAT  AUNT 


claimed.  "And  you  out  without  rub- 
bers or  a  hat !  What  is  your  mother 
thinking  of?"  The  boy  said  noth- 
ing, but  stared  at  her  with  fierce 
black  eyes.  "So  he  is  running  away," 
she  said  at  last.  "Well,  well,  there 
are  many  pirates  that  will  be  want- 
ing the  like  of  a  fine  upstanding 
cabin  boy  like  him.  But  come  into 
the  house  with  me,  Great  Nephew, 
and  eat  my  cookies  tfor  the  last 
time."  The  boy  climbed  out,  for 
by  this  time  he  was  not  sorry  to 
be  delayed,  but  he  made  sure  the 
boat  was  stuck  fast  in  the  sand-bar 
before  he  followed  the  click  of  her 
high-heeled  slippers  into  the  house. 

He  found  his  Great  Aunt  setting 
out  the  milk  and  cookies  at  one  end 
of  the  polished  table.  The  cookies 
were  piled  high  on  a  plate — in  shapes 
of  bears  and  unicorns,  and  leopards, 
with  a  currant  for  every  spot, — and 
on  each  cooky  she  had  put  a 
little  dab  of  jam.  The  milk  was 
in  a  brown  jug,  and  he  knew  that 
she  was  reaching  to  a  high  shelf  in 
the  cupboard  for  his  green  bowl  with 
silver  dragons  on  it.  He  took  a 
cooky,  kicked  his  heels  against  the 
rung  of  his  chair,  and  waited  to  see 
what  his  Great  Aunt  would  say. 

"So  you're  going  to  be  a  pirate?" 
she  said.  "Ah  mo,  it  will  bo  many 
years,  I  shouldn't  wonder,  before  I 
see  you  come  sailing  home  again,  in 
your  firio  ship.  You'll  have  many 
treasures  by  that  time — gold  and  sil- 
ver,  and    casts   of  rum,   silks   from 


China  and  Spanish  pieces  of  eight, — 
I  hardly  expect  you'll  care  about 
some  bits  of  things  I've  been  saving 
for  you — oh,  saving  for  more  years 
than  you  could  count.  Now,  I  sup- 
pose I  shall  have  to  give  them  to  lit- 
tle Edgar.  But  perhaps  you  would 
like  just  a  peep  at  my  box  of  odds 
and  ends  before  you  go."  He  nodded 
with  his  mouth  full  and  she  went  out 
of  the  room. 

Before  she  came  back  the  room 
had  grown  almost  dark,  for  the  lilac 
bushes  at  the  window  shut  out  the 
evening  light.  The  boy  thought  of 
his  boat  now  and  then,  and  won- 
dered whether  he  had  not  better  be 
off  on  his  adventures,  but  these 
seemed  curiously  far  away,  now,  and 
he  waited  contentedly  enough  in  the 
dusky  room.  At  last  his  Great  Aunt 
came  back,  carrying  something  in 
both  her  mitted  hands.  When  she 
sat  down  he  saw  that  what  she  was 
carrying  was  a  wooden  box.  He 
looked  over  her  shoulder,  and  saw 
that  the  lid  was  carved  with  pictures 
of  monkeys  sitting  in  cocoanut  trees 
and  throwing  the  fruit  down  upon 
the  heads  of  people  below. 

"Oh,  I  remember  the  story  about 
that — in  Sinbad !"  he  cried. 

His  Great  Aunt  nodded  and  said, 

"The  box  came  from  Sinbad's 
country."  She  lifted  the  lid,  and  the 
first  thing  that  the  boy  saw  was  the 
tiny  model  of  a  ship.  It  was  a 
Spanish  galleon, — so  small  that  it 
could  have  been  sailed  in  a  finger- 
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bowl,  and  yet  complete,  to  every  mast 
and  rope  and  spar.  The  Great  Aunt 
lifted  it  gently  and  blew  into  its  silk- 
en sails.  "My  father  made  it/'  she 
said,  "for  your  uncle,  who  died." 
The  next  thing  in  the  box  was  a 
sampler,  worked  on  brown  canvas, 
with  faded  silks.  On  the  sampler 
there  was  embroidered  a  whole  men- 
agerie of  animals;  a  bear,  with  open 
jaws  and  long,  pointed  teeth — he  was 
done  in  pink — a  blue  parrot,  and  a 
purple  dog.  The  Great  Aunt 
flicked  a  speck  of  dust  from  it.  "I 
worked  it  for  my  brother,"  she  said, 
"when  he  was  just  your  age."  Next 
came  a  little  ivory  elephant,  turned 
soft  yellow  with  age.  The  creases 
of  its  skin,  and  it's  huge  ears,  were 
cunningly  carved.  It  had  green  eyes, 
and  golden  tusks.  The  Great  Aunt 
wiped  her  spectacles.  "Your  Great 
Uncle  brought  it  home  to  me  from 
China,  before  we  were  married,"  she 
said. — "This  is  his  watch."  She 
drew  out  a  huge,  onion-shaped,  silver 
watch.     The  hands  were  dusty,  and 


when  the  boy  shook  it,  it  made  no 
sound.  He  opened  the  back,  and 
found  a  lock  of  dark  hair  curled  in- 
side. Last  of  all  was  a  little  box  with 
two  jade  earrings  in  it,  each  in  the 
form  of  a  snake  biting  its  own  tail. 
"Your  father  brought  me  these  from 
India,"  said  the  Great  Aunt. 

She  put  all  the  things  neatly  back, 
and  closed  the  box  with  a  snap.  "I 
suppose  you  must  be  going?"  she 
said. 

The  boy  glanced  out  of  the  win- 
dow. "It's  pretty  dark  to  see  to  steer 
a  boat.  Perhaps  I  won't  begin  being 
a  pirate  to-day.  I  think,"  he  said, 
solemnly,  "I  would  rather  have  the 
silver  watch  and  my  Father's  ear- 
rings than  a  bag  full  of  pieces  of 
eight.  I  can  have  quite  a  few  ad- 
ventures at  home  with  the  white 
cat." 

"Good,  Great  Nephew,"  said  his 
Aunt.  "And  now  don't  let  me  see 
you  again  without  rubbers  and  a 
hat." 

M.  S.  E.,  '18. 


IMPRESSIONS 


An  Occasional  Visitor 

Into  our  grey  colored  academic 
world  there  comes  occasionally  a  friv- 
olous outsider,  gaily  and  fashionably 
dressed  in  all  the  frills  and  fluffs  of 
modern  femininity.  She  has  a  great 
deal  to  tell  us,  this  gay  stranger,  of 
the  world  outside  our  walls — of  par- 


ties and  balls  and  weddings ;  of  world 
famed  beauties  who  hold  sway  in 
Paris,  London  or  New  York ;  of  care 
free  girls  of  our  own  age  who  drive 
high  powered  motor  cars,  play  polo 
and  go  to  the  races;  of  houses  fur- 
nished with  great  beauty  and  luxury; 
of     Italian     gardens     and     marble 


IMPRESSIONS 


statues;  of  dogs  and  horses;  of  a 
thousand  dainty  trifles — fans  and 
veils,  jewels  and  furs,  gloves  and 
shoes.  When  our  gay  visitor  comes 
tripping  in  with  a  flirt  of  her  short, 
stiff  skirt  and  a  toss  of  her  turbaned 
head,  we  forget  that  we  are  "stu- 
dents," forget  the  themes  that  must 
be  written,  the  quiz  that  must  be  pre- 
pared for,  and  lose  ourselves  for  a 
few  moments  in  the  world  of  Vogue. 
E.  B.  K.,  '16. 


In  the  Rain 

On  the  roof  beneath  my  window 
two  pigeons  sat  in  the  pouring  rain. 
If  they  had  been  people  you  would 
have  described  the  small  brown  one 
with  the  rumpled  feathers  as  "a 
nervous  little  woman,"  and  the  big 
one  with  iridescent  coat  as  "good 
looking  in  a  heavy  way."  It  was 
evident  that  something  had  gone 
wrong,  for  she  was  hurrying  up  and 
down,  beating  her  wings,  and  scold- 
ing harshly   with   a   long   "wheep ! 

wheep!"  Through  it  all  he  sat  stolid 
and  indifferent  with  his  head  sunk 
deep  in  his  neck  feathers.  For  fully 
fifteen  minutes  she  continued  to 
6torm,  then  suddenly  stopped.  She 
sidled  along  the  roof  pole  towards 
him. 

"Wheep!"  she  said,  coyly  perking 
hex  head  on  one  side,  and  looking  up 
at  him. 

He  did  not  turn,  only  shifted  away 
from  her. 


"Whee-ee-eep,"  she  repeated  plain- 
tively, "whee-ee-eep,"  and  she  tried 
to  put  her  head  on  his  shoulder. 

Again  he  moved  from  her  and  this 
time  he  shook  the  rain  from  his  pur- 
ple coat  with  an  air  of  finality,  and 
sunk  his  head  lower  in  his  iridescent 
ruff. 

The  little  pigeon  drew  back. 

"Whee-ee — "  she  began  again,  as 
if  protesting. 

But  with  a  great  napping  of  wings 
the  big  pigeon  flew  away  and  left 
her  alone  on  the  roof  while  the  rain 
beat  hard  all  around  her. 

KT.  P.  McF.,  '17. 


Comparatively  Speaking 

As  Alice  came  downstairs  after  a 
visit  to  the  bulletin  board  she  met 
Louise.    They  linked  arms. 

"Have  you  been  up  to  see  the 
marks?"  Louise  asked.  "What  did 
you  get  in  Physics?  I've  forgotten." 

"Oh,  88,"  Alice  answered,  a  touch 
of  disappointment  in  her  voice. 

"Too  bad!— I  got  72,"  Louise 
added  triumphantly. 

"Great!"  exclaimed  Alice,  squeez- 
ing  her   friend's    arm.      And   they 
understood  each  other  perfectly. 
H.  C.  E.,  '16. 


Street  Lamps 
After  dark,  when  the  street  lamps 
are  lighted,  you  can  see  them  in  a 
great     semi-circle     stretching     far 
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around  the  edge  of  the  lake.  They 
stand  two  by  two  at  regular  distances 
apart  like  a  long  procession  that  is 
just  ready  to  start.  Of  course,  it 
never  does  start  when  people  are 
looking.  But  when  all  the  windows 
of  the  houses  are  dark,  and  the  night 
watchman  leans  snoring  against  the 
back  fence,  the  street  lamps  go 
marching  off  two  by  two  into  the 
night.  Where  they  go  and  what  they 
do  nobody  knows.  Early  in  the 
morning  they  are  back  in  their  usual 
places,  trying  to  pretend  they  have 
been  there  all  the  time, — but  you  can 
tell  by  their  sickly  pallor  and  air  of 
wan  dejection  that  they  have  been 
making  a  night  of  it. 

Sarah  Hinde,  '17. 


"Forsan  Et  Haec  Olim " 

"Someone  has  been  sitting  at  my 
Keserved  Desk,"  I  said  in  the  voice 
of  the  Middle-Sized  Bear.  Coming 
in  just  now,  I  thought  she  had  left 
me  a  note,  and  I  picked  up  the  folded 
paper — to  find  myself  back  in  Fresh- 


man year.  I  lost  my  way  between 
the  Gym.  and  Pembroke,  I  held  the 
heavy  door,  I  stepped  off  the  walk 
for  black-gowned  figures,  who  mur- 
mured as  they  passed,  of  twenty-five 
cent  fines  for  walking  on  the  grass. 
But  all  that  was  momentary.  Slowly 
and  laboriously  I  was  treading  the 
uncharted  paths  of  First  Year  Com- 
position, where  things  are  strange 
and  new.  Therefore,  I  reasoned, 
they  must  be  difficult.  The  difficul- 
ties may  not  be  obvious,  but  with  in- 
genuity they  may  be  discovered, — 
and  they  must  be.  And  when  the 
difficulties  are  achieved — what  then  ? 
Despair. 

I  spread  out  the  paper  tenderly : 
"Theme :  Although  he  lived  in  the 
age  of  drama,  neverthe- 
less Marlowe  was  essen- 
tially a  poet." 
Narrative : 


I  should  like  to  take  that  Fresh- 
man to  tea. 

M.  O'S.,  '17. 
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BOOK  REVIEWS 

Anatol:  a  sequence  of  dialogues  by  Arthur  schnitzler;  para- 
phrased FOR  THE  ENGLISH  STAGE  BY  GRANVILLE  BARKER. 

"Episodes"  in  the  bachelor  life  of  a  young  Viennese, — they  are  of 
various  complexions  and  names,  but  they  have  all  alike  been  Anatol's  "Only 
Love."  Hilda  and  hypnotism — "Ask  me  no  questions  and  I'll  tell  you  no 
stories" — cause  Max  to  remark  as  "he  departs  leaving  the  couple  locked  in 
a  fond  embrace." 

"Max.  Perhaps  you've  made  a  scientific  discovery  besides.  That 
women  tell  lies  just  as  well  when  they're  asleep.  But  so  long  as  you're 
happy     .     .     .     what's  the  odds?" 

Anatol  accuses  Max  of  walking  through  the  world  with  eyes  open  and 
imagination  shut.  They  are  humorous  eyes.  When  Anatol  brings  his 
"past"  done  up  in  an  enormous  parcel,  Max  resigns  himself  to  having  his 
rooms  made  "a  sort  of  Usual  place  at  half -past  three  and  don't  be  late,"  and 
opening  the  parcel,  "settles  himself  enjoyably  to  the  Past."  It  is  made  up 
of  a  dozen  or  so  other  little  parcels,  neatly  tied  up  and  ticketed.  Because, 
as  Anatol  says,  "This  is  how  I'm  true  to  them  .  .  .  .  to  all  the  women 
I've  ever  loved.  ...  I  never  forget  a  single  one."  But  one  of  them 
he  could  only  label,  "How  did  I  lose  her?" 

"Max.    How  did  you  lose  her?" 

Anatol.  That's  the  point  .  .  .1  never  knew.  One  fine  day  she 
just  wasn't.  Don't  you  know  how  you  leave  your  umbrella  somewhere 
.  .  .  don't  think  of  it  till  days  later  ...  no  idea  where  you  put  it 
down. 

"Max.     Fare  thee  well,  my  lost  umbrella!" 

He  takes  up  an  eighth  package.  Later  he  comes  to  one  marked 
"Episode." 

"Max.    And  what's  'Episode'  ?    Nothing  inside  but  a  little  dust. 

Anatol  leans  across  and  takes  the  little  envelope  from  him. 

"Anatol.     Dust.    It  was  once  a  rosebud." 

Max  presses  for  details. 

"Anatol.  I  sat  at  the  piano.  She  sat  at  my  feet  ...  I  remember 
I  couldn't  reach  the  pedals.  Her  head  in  my  lap  .  .  .  her  hair  loose 
.  .  .  and  the  glowing  light  making  such  shadows  in  it.  I  let  one  hand 
wander  on  the  keys.     .     .    the  other  was  pressed  against  her  lips. 

Max.     What  else? 

Anatol.     Isn't  that  like  you.     Nothing  else!    We'd  loved  each  other 
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for  only  an  hour  or  two.    It  was  onr  first  solitude  ...    it  was  to  be  our 
last." 

Not  even  yet  is  Max  satisfied. 

"Max.    Who  was  the  lady?" 

Anatol.     You  knew  her.    .    .    .    We  met  her  at  supper  once. 

Max.  Did  we?  Sounds  too  romantic  a  person  for  any  supper  I  ever 
went  to. 

But  this  Bianca  who  would  never  forget — "never  be  able  to  forget. 
Some  women  can  but  not  she  .  .  .  one  is  so  certain  of  these  things  some- 
times"— is  desperately  puzzled  when  she  sees  Anatol.  She  doesn't  recall 
him  in  the  least.    She  is  most  polite. 

"Bianca.     Of  course    .    .    .    we've  met. 

Anatol.     Bianca. 

Bianca.     Yes  .    .    .    to  be  sure. 

Anatol  seizes  her  hand  quite  passionately. 

Anatol.    Bianca. 

Bianca.     But    .    .    .    I'm  so  stupid    .    .    .    where  was  it?" 

Sometimes  Anatol  loves  in  a  daintier  manner, — his  Dear  Little  Girl 
who  lived  in  a  room  with  a  cheap  and  nasty  wall-paper  and  says  "the  right 
thing"  when  she  comes  to  the  door  to  meet  him  is  only  sentimental ;  she  is 
not  sordid — and  Anatol's  tenderness  for  her  is  different.  Even  the  Married 
Lady — who  did  not  dare — envies  her  happiness. 

Sometimes  Anatol's  loves  are  mere  intrigues  with  ballet  dancers  and 
unhappily-married  women;  again  they  promise  to  be  permanent,  and  one 
of  these  last — Keepsakes — is  the  bitterest  of  all. 

Anatol  said  once  to  Max,  "You  swallow  life  whole,  Max,  I  taste  it." 
He  calls  himself  a  Toy  Philosopher,  and  he  loves  on  principle.  He  scorns 
flirtation — "that  sensual  hypocrisy" — and  asks  the  Married  Lady,  "Haven't 
you  very  virtuous  ladies  a  feeling  that  this  other  sort  of  woman  .  „  . 
somehow  gets  the  better  of  you  after  all?"  He  has  an  exquisite  code  of 
honour,  and  as  Max  tells  him,  "These  dragged-out  affairs  are  very  bad  for 
you.  You're  too  quick-witted  for  them.  .  .  .  All  you  think  of  to-day  is 
your  yesterday's  remorse  for  the  sins  that  you  mean  to  commit  to-morrow." 
One  can  only  hope  that  the  woman  whom  the  piece  leaves  Anatol  about  to 
marry,  does  not  take  morals  seriously. 

The  tone  of  the  dialogue  is  Schnitzler's.  Mr.  Barker  is  capable  of  the 
wit  and  delicate  suggestiveness  of  the  talk,  but  the  didactic  Englishman 
must  have  wondered  where  the  Viennese  doctor  mislaid  his  moral. 

M.  K.  H.,  '16. 
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Are  Women  People? 

"No,  my  son,  criminals,  lunatics  and  women  are  not  people."  This 
is  the  introduction  to  a  recent  book  of  verse  by  Alice  Duer  Miller. 
Extracts  from  anti-suffrage  speeches  are  used  as  texts  for  many  "rhymes 
for  suffrage  times"  and  afford  a  range  from  the  receipt  for  a  woman  of 
charm; 

"The  youth  of  Susanna,  beloved  by  an  elder, 

The  wit  of  a  Chambers'  incomparable  minx, 
The  conjugal  views  of  the  patient  Griselda, 

The  fire  of  Sappho,  the  calm  of  the  Sphinx, 
The  eyes  of  La  Valliere,  the  voice  of  Cordelia, 

The  musical  gifts  of  the  sainted  Cecelia, 
Trilby  and  Carmen  and  Ruth  and  Ophelia, 

Madame  de  Stael  and  the  matron  Cornelia, 
Iseult,  Hypatia  and  naughty  Fell  Gwynn, 

•Una,  Titania  and  Elinor  Glyn, 

Take  of  these  elements  all  that  is  fusible, 
Melt  'em  all  down  in  a  pipkin  or  crucible, 

Set  'em  to  simmer  and  take  off  the  scum, 
And  a  Woman  of  Charm  is  the  residuum!" 

An  appreciative  answer  to  the  words  of  Mr.   Webb   of  North  Carolina 
"I  am  opposed  to  woman  suffrage,  but  I  am  not  opposed  to  woman" : 

"0  girls,  suppose  that  Mr.  Webb 

Should  alter  his  decree ! 
Suppose  he  were  opposed  to  us — 

Opposed  to  you  and  me. 
What  would  be  left  for  us  to  do — 

Except  to  cease  to  be  ?" 

No  more  convincing  "campaign   material"   can  be  found   anywhere 
than  the  arguments  given  against  "Women  Traveling  in  Eailway  Trains": 

1.  Because  traveling  in  trains  is  not  a  natural  right. 

2.  Because  our  great-grandmothers  never  asked  to  travel  in  trains. 

3.  Because  woman's  place  is  the  home,  not  the  train. 
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unless  it  be  some  of  the  interviews  with  celebrated  Anti-Suffragists: 

"  'Woman's  place  is  in  my  home' ! — Appius  Claudius. 
'I  have  never  felt  the  need  of  the  ballot.' " — Cleopatra, 

A  remarkable  appreciation  of  the  true  woman  permeates  the  verses: 

"Charm  is  a  woman's  strongest  arm; 

My  charwoman  is  full  of  charm; 

I  chose  her  not  for  strength  of  arm 

But  for  her  strange  elusive  charm. 

****** 

Timidity  in  girls  is  nice. 
My  cook  is  so  afraid  of  mice. 
Now  you'll  admit  it's  very  nice 
To  feel  your  cook's  afraid  of  mice." 

It  is  small  wonder  that  the  volume  has  had  phenomenal  sales  in  anti- 
suffragist  circles  when  there  is  such  a  keen  realization  of  women's  sphere  as 
in  the  "Advice  to  Heroines" : 

"A  heroine  must  shrink  and  cling 
When  heroes  are  about, 
And  thus  the  watching  world  will  think: 
cHow  brave  his  heart  and  stout!' 


In  fact  the  most  important  thing 
Is  knowing  when  it's  time  to  cling." 

or  in  the  following  verse: 

"It  seems  to  me  so  clear, 

That  women's  highest  sphere 
Is  being  loving  wives  and  patient  mothers. 

Oh,  can't  you  be  content 

To  be  as  you  are  meant  ? 

f  souls 
For  -j    books  belong  to  husbands  and  to  brothers." 

!    votes 
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Indeed  the  insight,  force,  and  validity  of  conception  in  these  verses 
make  one  doubt  whether  Alice  Duer  Miller  is  not  a  second  Achilles  at 
Scyros. 
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I  stood  upon  a  hilltop 

And  reached  up  to  the  sky, 
And  pressed  my  face  into  the  wind, 

And  oh,  I  longed  to  fly ! 

The  brown  hill  rolled  beneath  me 

Away  into  the  sea, 
Where  whitecaps  rushed  and  tossed  themselves 

In  mad  monotonous  glee. 

The  wind  and  sky  rushed  past  me, 

The  gray  old  sea  rolled  high, 
Tied  to  the  earth  my  heart  was  lead — 

I  had  tried  so  hard  to  fly ! 

K.  B.  B.,  ex-'17. 
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DULCI  FISTULA 


Halls  of  Learning 
I  passed  the  grandfather-clock 
under  the  Parthenon  frieze  and  en- 
tered my  class-room.  There,  on  a 
mid- Victorian  mantel  of  slate  and 
wood,  stood  a  bust  of  Virgil,  whose 
parted  lips  showed  teeth  that  would 
have  done  credit  to  any  dental  paste 
advertisement.  Above,  in  a  cheap 
black  frame,  hung  Shakespeare's 
masterpiece.  "Good  frende,  for 
Jesus'  sake  forbeare." 

E.  T.  S.,  '16. 


Household  Hints 

On    How    a    College   Girl    mat 

serve  an  economical  meal 

for  three. 

A  meal  for  three  may  very  simply 
be  prepared  from  the  articles  listed 


below.     The    approximate    cost    is 
given  with  each  article. 

Bread $0.10 

Butter   06 

Cheese 10 

Fruit-cake  (sent  by  mother)  .       .00 

Jelly  (donated  by  neighbor) .       .00 

Tea  (special  brand,  a  Christ- 
mas present)    00 

Sugar  (left  by  last  year's  Sen- 
iors)      00 

Boullion  cubes  (sent  as  adver- 
tisement)      00 

Potted  ham  (left  over  from 
class  supper  party) 00 

Marshmallow  (brought  by 
guests)     00 

Total    $0.26 

E.  M.  C,  '16. 
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Garments  for  Misses  and  Young  Women 


Style  Models  that  possess  the  natty  lines 
that    especially  appeal    to  young  folks 

SPORT  SUITS  and  NORFOLK 
$30     $35 


The  drafting  of  every  gar- 
ment is  under  the  direct 
supervision  of  Mr.  Victor 


BENJ.  S.  VICTOR  CO, 

1115  WALNUT  STREET 


OlRGIDIAfUkl&B 

18East-58~Stbegt 
neu<£oBBGrr$; 

SpeeiALpBICES  FOB  COLLBeB  &IRL3T 


SPECIAL    OFFERINGS 

SCARF  and  TOQUE  SETS  made  of  extra  quality 
rich  black  plush — very  effective  and  the  latest 
style.  (Two  pounds.)  Per  set,  $3.50. 
BLUE  SERGE  DREbSES 
One-piece  style,  fine  quality  French  serge  with 
black  messaline  collar  and  girdle.  Value,  $15. 
(Three  pounds.)     Price,  $9.50 

HENRY  S.  LOMBARD 
22-26   MERCHANTS' ROW,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 

LADIES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 

EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 

First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 

Special  Prices  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  sport  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

1618-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 


At  Special  Prices 


POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 


PHILADELPHIA 
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PHOKE:  SPRUCE  2749 


THE  HGOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  CHESTNUT  STREET 

Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  building 

SECOND— ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 


CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 


DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY        SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK,  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 
"B" 


"COLUMBIA" 

Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


GYMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 


Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL   MAKERS 

30 1  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept.  "B"  for  catalogue 


HOTEL 
MARTHA  WASHINGTON 

29  East  29th  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just   off   Fifth   Avenue. 
The    Famous    Hotel    for   Women. 

Rates  $1.50  per  day  and  up. 
For  parties  of  5  or  more  a 
large  room  at  $1  per  day  per 
person.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cents,  dinner  50  cents.  Spe- 
cial rates  for  long  periods. 
Comfort,  convenience  and 
PEOTECTION,  all  Important 
to  the  woman  traveler  in 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
the  Martha  Washington  In  their  highest  degree. 
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GEORGE  ALLEN 

Incorporated 
-CHESTNUT  STREET - 
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IMPORTER 

TRIMMED  HATS    :    FLOWERS 

RIBBONS        :        LACES        :        VEILINGS 

SILKS    :    VELVETS    :    HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 
Bell  Phone,  Gtn.  1480-01  Open  Evenings 

JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 
1872 — Caterer  — 1872 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 

Estimates  carefully  given      ::      First-class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — Accommodates  100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 
leges, Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 
and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL   :   SHEEP   :  LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED   BEEF  ROOM    always  open   for   inspection 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  941 


Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,  N.  Y. 


CAPS,   GOJVNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  College* 
and    Universities 

Bulletins,  etc. ,  upon  request 

Cvrrtipondin<r   HoliclteJ 

Rich  Gowns  for  Faculties.  Pulpit  and  Bench 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULTS 

Every  Banking  Facility 

A.  A.  HIRST.  President  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES.  Treasurer 

P.  A.  HART,  Trust  Officer 

E.M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 
Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa.         Ardmore,  Pa. 
JOHN  J.    McDEVITT 


PRINTING 


Programs 
Bill  Heads 


Tickets 
Letter  Heads 


Announcements 
Booklets,  etc. 


915  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
i    Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
!    Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.         All  Kinds  of 
Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

j    Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

ARTS    AND    CRAFTS   GUILD 

OF    PIIILADKLPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  Intrinsic 
value  but  individuality. 
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'HILE  we  show  at  all 
times  a  large  and  care- 
fully selected  stock  of 
high-grade  FURNITURE,  it 
is  at  this  tirrie  we  are  able  to 
call  attention  to  an  unusually 
complete  and  fine  display  of 
the  newest  and  best  made 
furniture. 

Gifts  and  novelties  for  the 
Holiday  season. 

Karckr  mi  Rehn  Company 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 

Van  Horn  I  Son 

Historical  Costnniers 

10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 

Delicious  Chocolates  anil  Caramels 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a   box  of  SAUTTER'S, 

1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


BELL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


S.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 

1833  Spruce  Street 

Furrier 


INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists'  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  damage  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    £*»    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING,  PHILADELPHIA 

A.   POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :   Printing   :   Engraving 

PERSONAL  CARDS  AND  SOCIETY 
ENGRAVING,  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN   THE    HEART   OF   PHILADELPHIA 


THINGS  out  of  the  ORDINARY 

utch  Shop 

The  Place  for  X-MAS  CARDS 


13th  above  Walnut,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
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Habit  Making  A  Specialty 
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The     Love  Bird"  Set 

ONE    OF    THE    ATTRACTIVE    FEATURES    IN    THE    SPRING    LINE    OF 


EMBROIDERY    PACKAGE    OUTFITS 


531 — Scarf  and  Pin  Cushion,  75c.        532 — Pillow,  50c. 
18  x  45-in.  Scarf.     4J  x  1C-in.  Cushion 


533 — Laundry  Bag,  75c. 


534 — Centerpiece,  50c. 
24-inch 


535— Work  Bag,  50c. 
Made  Up 


536 — Card  Table  Cover,  85c. 
Made  Up 


"Love  birds  and  font  of  flowers  in  legend's  ancient  lore, 
Brought  friendship,  plenty,  happiness,  a  tapping  at  the  door." 

This  handsome  "Love  Bird"  Set  is  one  more  charming  example  of  the  originality  and  distinctive  quality 
that  have  made  ROYAL  SOCIETY  Package  Outfits  supreme.  An  idea  of  the  beauty  and  daintiness 
of  the  decorative  motif  that  follows  through  these  useful  pieces  of  needlework  may  be  gained  from  the 
accompanying  photographic  illustrations. 

Though  artistic  to  the  highest  degree,  any  item  in  the  "Love  Bird"  Set  may  be  perfectly  executed  by 
even  an  inexperienced  needleworker,  for  each  package  contains  the  necessary  materials,  sufficient  ROYAL 
SOCIETY  Floss  to  complete  the  embroidery,  full  directions  and  chart  of  stitches.  They  are  stamped 
and  tinted  in  natural  colors  on  "White  Needleweave,"  a  new  and  durable  material  especially  woven  for 
embroidery  purposes. 

SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  ROYAL  SOCIETY  CIRCULAR 
SHOWING  THE  COMPLETE  SPRING  LINE  OF  PACKAGE  OUTFITS 

YOUR  DEALER  has  in  stock  or  can  procure  for  you  any  Royal  Society  article,  including  Embroidery 
Floss  in  pure  white  an-J  fast  colors;  Celesta  Twist  the  washable  artificial  Silk;  Cordichet,  The  Perfect 
Crochet  Cotton;    Embroidery  and  Cordichet  Package  Outfits;    Crochet  Cottons,  etc. 


H.   E.  VERRAN    CO.,  incorporated,  UNION  SQUARE  WEST,  NEW    YORK 
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Expert   Service   Makes 

Good  Printing  Easy 

4TT  Good  taste  in  selection  of  types,  paper  and  style  of  printing  are  offered 
■Jl  to  our  customers.  We  can  also  devise  a  distinctive  style  for  the  printed 
II  matter  of  art  institution  and  carry  its  individual  requirements  through- 
out all  its  work.  It  is  by  such  enthusiastic  cooperation,  coupled  with  fair 
and  equitable  prices,  that  we  have  won  and  held  the  highest  class  of  clients. 

The  great  manufacturing  plant  and  facili-  Church  Work — Our  facilities  for  printing 

ties  of  this  house  have  made  it  a  center  for  and  manufacturing    Bibles  enable  us  to  do 

the  printing  of  an   immense  range  of  work  the    most   exacting   religious    work — prayer- 


that  is  simply  out  of  the 
question  in  ordinary  print- 
ing-offices. 

University  and  College 

Printing — We  do  the  print- 
ing of  the  leading  Colleges 
and  Universities  of  the 
East.  This  class  of  work 
demands  the  ability  to  print 
in  many  languages,  and  to 
print  scientificand  technical 
matter,  requiring  diacriti- 
cal accents  and  other  signs 
and  types  which  are  "all 
Greek"  to  most  printers. 

Foreign    Languages — 

We  do  printing  in  Latin, 
Greek,  German,  Spanish, 
French,  Italian,  Swedish, 
Norwegian,  Babylonian  and 
Egyptian  hieroglyphics,etc. 
We  print  the  examination 
papers  for  colleges,  which, 
besides  this  special  equipment,  require  abso- 
lute secrecy  and  prompt  filling  of  orders. 
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books,  hymnals,  church 
and  Sunday-school  pro- 
grams, etc. 

Every  Kind  of  Printing 

from  office  stationery  to 
annual  reports  and  large 
books  is  welcome.  Some- 
times we  work  all  night 
to  do  the  "impossible." 
Magazines  can  be  pub- 
lished with  the  greatest 
ease  to  the  editor,  as  we 
have  also  a  large  mailing 
department. 
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Our  printing  equipment 
includes  both  Mergenthaler 
and  Lanston  type-setting 
machines,  and  the  most 
modern  outfit  of  plain  and 
job  types,  self-feeding 
presses  and  folding  ma- 
chines, binding  machinery,  etc.  We  have  all 
the  requirements  of  a  great  printing  plant. 


WINSTON  BUILDING  | 
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The  manufacturing  departments  of  this  house  were  originally  organized  to  meet  the  exacting 
requirements  of  our  own  publishing  business,  which  called  for  printing  and  binding  of  a  char- 
acter which  the  regular  printing  trade  could  not  supply.  As  soon  as  our  facilities  became 
known,  the  urgent  demand  for  our  work  compelled  the  rapid  and  continuous  expansion  which 
has  produced  our  present  plant.  This  has,  however,  occurred  so  recently  that  many  large 
users  of  printing   have  yet   to   become  acquainted   with    the  unique   manufacturing  plant  of 

THE    JOHN   C.   WINSTON   COMPANY 

1006-16  Arch   Street,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 


. 


___ 





Bobbie's  Easy  Guess. 


"Guess  what's  coming,  Bobbie.      Something  you  like  best." 
And  Bobbie,  lie  says,    "  Ho !    I  guess  I  know  what  that  is — it's 


Of  course  it  is. 

We  wonder  whether  mothers  generally  understand 
how  much  their  children  love  Jell-O  and  whether  they 
know  that  it  is  as  pure  and  wholesome  as  it  is  delicious. 
Let  us  hope  they  do. 

Jell-O  is  put  up  in  seven  pure  fruit  flavors,  and  each 
makes  a  variety  of  exquisite  desserts  by  the  mere  addi- 
tion of  boiling  water. 

The  price  is  10  cents,  same  as  ever,  at  any  grocer's 

or  general  store. 

A  beautiful  new  Jell-O  book  tells  of  a  young 
bride's  housekeeping  experiences.  It  has  splendid 
pictures  In  colors  and  will  Interest  every  woman. 
It  will  be  sent  to  you  free  11  you  will  send  us  your 
name  and  address. 

THE  GENESEE  PURE  FOOD  CO.,  Lc  Roy,  N.  Y.,  and  Bridgeburg,  Ont. 

The   name  JELL  0  is  on    every  package  in  l>ikr  red  let- 
ters.   He  sure  von  gel  J  ELL  (>  and  not  something  else. 


This  is  the  package 


COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND   DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 


N.  J.  LYONS 
BICYCLES  and  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEcLS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307-W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co      BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 


Diamond  Merchants.  Jewelers 
silversmiths,  herald1sts,  stationers 

CHESTNUT  STREET   :   PHILADELPHIA 


The  Newest 

of  the 

New  Boots 

are  here,  in  almost 
endless  variety! 


Steigerwalt,  1420  Ghestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 


BRYIS  MAWR 
HARDWARE  COM  PAIS  Y 


^•HKX-^-C'^-O-oO 


Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


Walking  Boots 

Rich  Dark  Shade  Russian  Calf 
Gun  Metal  Calf 


Hanan  &  Son 


1318 

Chestnut 


ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PLANTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 


henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 

FLORIST 

FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "Made  in  Rosemont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 

WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 

DEALEK  IN 

Choice  Recleaned   Oats,     Flour,    Feed,    Baled    Hay    and! 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc..    Hardware,   Paints,  Oils.  etc. 

BRYN  MAWR 


FRANK  J.  FLOYD 

MEN'S,  WOMEN'S  and  CHILDREN'S 
OUTFITTER 

DRY   GOODS   and  NOTIO?\S 


BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 
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by  the  student*  of  Bryn  Mswr  College 


Delicious  candy 
beautifully  boxed 


iam'pmt- 


— a  combination  that  captivates  both 
eye  and  tongue.  Chocolate-covered  mint- 
marshmallows,  honey-white  nougat,  choco- 
late-covered caramels,  "1842"  bitter  sweets, 
chocolate-covered  liquid  cherries  and  other 
"sweets  that  never  cloy." 

$1  the  package  at 

HENRY  B.  WALLACE 
H.  W.  WHITAKER  FRANK  W.  PRICKETT 

WM.  H.  RAMSEY  GANES  &  SNYDER 


SPAT  BOOTS 

The  strong  demand  for  Spat  Boots  has 
exhausted  the  stock  of  most  stores. 
Plenty  here.  See  the  new  lace  "Spat" 
— the   newest   New  York   innovation. 


; 


(pronounced  oyting) 


'■[The  Stores  of  Famous    Shoes 

U  ' 

1230  MARKET  STREET 


WE  ARE  better  prepared  than  ever  to  tailor 
""      to  the  wants  of  young  ladies. 
FASHIONABLE  FABRICS  AND   FASHION    PLATES 
RECEIVED  MONTHLY 

CLEANING,  PRESSING,  REMODELING 

F.  W.  CROOK 

908  Lancaster  Ave.    Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 


r 


PRICRITT 


"^ 


The    reliable    Apothecary    of    Rohmomt    and 

Bbtn    Mawr    has    been    authorised    to    furnish  tbe 

College  Students  with  Drugs,   etc.     All  prescription* 

are  compounded  by  competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.m.  daily. 

Bryn    Mawr   (2    Stores)   Rosemont 


We  are  interested  to  know 

How  Many  Students  Patronized  Binder's  for  Shampooing, 
Hair  Dressing  and  Toilet  Goods 

the  past  season.     When  you  do  come  in  tell  us  and  ask  for   sample  cake 

Binder's  Tar  Soap 

Thirteenth  above  Chestnut  Street 
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EDITORIALS 

The  glamour  of  the  past  gives  a  borrowed  splendour  to  many  insti- 
tutions of  the  college  generations  before  us,  but  tradition  has  never  been 
able  to  make  the  role  of  proctor  seem  alluring.  Even  in  "other  years"  the 
proctor  had  an  altruistic  and  a  thankless  task.  She  must  stay  in  her  room, 
with  door  ajar,  distracted  by  the  passing  footsteps  that  make  the  door 
shake  and  the  boards  creak.  She  must  not  give  herself  whole-heartedly 
either  to  work  or  play,  lest  an  unseemly  and  disturbing  noise  escape  her 
in  her  absorption.  And  all  this  conscientiousness  and  self  sacrifice  makes 
her  only  shunned  and  feared  : 

"Go  hide  your  head 
Pretend  you're  dead. 
The  proctor's  at  the  door !" 

f'ut  now  the  state  of  the  proctor  is  even  more  pitiable.  No  longer  do 
ire  "hide  our  heads";  we  flin.Lr  open  the  door  and  respond,  in  tones  of  nor- 
mal conversation,  that  we  aren'f  disturbing  anybody.  "Nobody's  studying, 
it's  too  late;  people  who  are  asleep  can't  hear  us,  and  if  they're  awake 
anyhow,  what  difference  does  it  make?" 


TIPYN   O     BOB 


Corridors,  re-echoing  with  laughter  and  raised  voices  threaten  only  our 
studious  quiet  by  day  and  our  "eight-hours'  sleep"  by  night.  But  proc- 
torings  ignored  and  never  reported,  and  amusement  at  the  thought  of 
"taking  quiet  hours  seriously"  are  menaces  to  Self  Government  itself.  Self 
Government  is  not  a  matter  of  sentiment  with  us ;  it  is  a  practical  and  vital 
part  of  our  college  life,  and  we  should  stand  as  a  whole  to  fight  for  it, 
were  there  a  question  of  its  abolishment.  Yet,  day  by  day,  we  ourselves 
undermine  it;  for  openly  to  disregard  the  rules  we  have  made  is  to  admit 
the  ultimate  failure  of  Self-Government. 


The  tale  of  the  astute  one  who  arranged  her  courses  so  that  one  list  of 
reading  sufficed  for  all,  has  become  proverbial.  Unless  all  our  friends  take 
the  same  courses  that  we  do,  they  are  cheated  into  believing  us  well  and 
widely  read  when  at  the  mention  of  Longinus  in  a  Major  Latin  class,  we 
murmur  " — on  the  Sublime" — a  memory  of  Second  Year  Composition.  But 
there  are  disadvantages  of  this  system:  we  are  inevitably  confronted  with 
topics  never  mentioned  in  our  carefully  minimized  reading.  One  of  the 
current  accusations  against  the  Bryn  Mawr  undergraduate  is  that  she  is 
not  intelligently  informed  on  matters  unacademic.  We  protest.  The  habit 
of  protestation  is  upon  us,  and  we  voice  our  indignation  in  no  uncertain 
terms.  But  can  we  successfully  refute  this  particular  charge?  In  a,  major 
class  of  thirteen,  not  one  responded  to  the  names  of  Francis  Thompson 
and  The  Hound  of  Heaven.  In  itself  this  at  first  seems  to  brand  one  only 
as  unread  in  modern  poetry;  but  we  must  remember  that  not  more  than 
two  or  three  years  ago  articles  on  this  poet  and  reviews  of  his  verse  appeared 
in  all  the  leading  periodicals.  The  natural  deduction  is  that  we  do  not 
read  these  periodicals.  Is  a  thorough  knowledge  of  our  major  subjects 
to  pardon  ignorance  that  reveals  such  a  complete  lack  of  general  reading? 
If  we  are  to  be  able  to  converse  familiarly  only  on  topics  in  which  we  have 
specialized  while  in  college,  those  of  us  who  have  spent  most  of  four  years 
in  Dalton  will  be  in  a  sorry  way. 


Unsigned  contributions  for  Tipyn  o'  Bob  cannot  receive  consideration, 
but  signatures  will  be  withheld  from  publication,  upon  request. 


HAPPY    HIGHWAYS 


IN  A  DESERTED  GARDEN 

Fragrance  on  all  sides — blooms  on  every  bush; 
The  humming  bird  swift-darting,  and  in  the  shade,  the  thrush 
Thrills  the  sunlit  garden  with  faery  melodies, — 
The  old,  deserted  garden,  hemmed  in  by  waving  trees. 
Tall  and  stately  by  the  sun-dial,  Madonna  lilies  grow, 
Their  pure  white  heads  reflected  in  the  crystal  pool  below; 
Hollyhocks  in  masses — tint  of  poppy  and  of  rose — 
Shimmer  in  the  sunlight  that  floods  and  fades  and  grows, 
Till  the  sunset  hour  approaches  and  the  garden-wilderness 
Flames  an  instant  into  glory;  then  the  light  grows  less  and  less, 
While  the  thrush-song  in  the  shadows  lulls  the  flowers  fast  asleep, 
And  the  world  sinks  to  oblivion  in  stillness,  calm  and  deep. 

S.  C.  Jelliffe,  '17. 


HAPPY  HIGHWAYS 


That  is  the  land  of  lost  content, 

I  see  it  shining  plain, 
The  happy  highlands  where  I  went 

And  cannot  come  again. 

— -A  Shropshire  Lad. 

The  Back  Porch  there  was  the  hop  vine.     It  was  a 

Of  course  the  house  did  have  a     thin  stra^J  thiaS  that  even  with 

,      .  i     ,    ,    ,->       -,  ,,      the  help  of  many  strings  and  wires 

front    porch,    but   the    dogs   werent  r  j  & 

„       a                       xt               j  barely  managed  to  reach  the  second 

allowed    to    come    there    and    you  J            ° 

, ,   ,,      .          .           jn  story,   but  you  could  put  a  ladder 

couldn  t   play   circus   there   because  ....               .  ■      .,,    ,                , 

.  „     a,  .   .     j,      n  against  it,  cover  it  with  leaves  and 

you  always  1  el I   oil  into  the  flower  .,      „    ,    ,,                           .    ,     , 

J  easily   fool   the   grown-ups   into   be- 

beds.     The  back  porch  on  the  con-     ,.     .  T    ,        -,  ,i     -d  „ 

1  hevmg  you  were  Jack  and  the  Bean 

trary  had  unlimited  possibilities.  It  gta]k_  The^  when  yQU  grew  tired 
had  a  pump  thai  *aa  most  con-  and  hungry  after  alj  your  piaying) 
venient  for  water  fights;  and  there  there  was  *  a  kitchen  window  con- 
were  huge  sacks  of  corn  and  pota-  veniently  low  so  that  you  could  creep 
toes  and  baskets  of  beans,  and  water-  through  it  and  raid  the  big  stone 
melons  that  made  excellent  intrench-  cookie  jar  that  stood  in  a  corner 
mente  against  the  [ndians;  and  then  back  of  fhe  stove. 
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The  Open  Gate 

I  had  passed  the  little  gate  with 
the  rusty  iron  knocker  every  day  on 
my  way  to  the  train.  Until  to-day 
it  had  always  been  closed,  but  now 
it  swung  open  on  its  creaky  hinges, 
offering  a  glimpse  of  a  red  house 
set  among  gnarled  ancestral  trees.  I 
hesitated  a  moment.  Nobody  was 
in  sight.  I  went  in.  At  first  I  was 
bitterly  disappointed.  This  house 
was  no  different  from  the  other 
stiff,  old-fashioned  brick  houses  with 
shady  overgrown  yards.  Then  I 
came  to  the  side  wall.  It  was  hung 
with  bird  cages  of  all  sizes  and 
shapes,  and  in  them  were  dainty  love 
birds,  and  yellow  canaries,  Japanese 
robins  and  a  sorrowful  mocking 
bird,  but  mostly  parrots.  Surely,  I 
thought,  all  these  bright  plumaged 
creatures  who  looked  down  on  me  so 
appealingly  must  be  princes  and 
princesses  transformed  and  held  cap- 
tive by  some  wicked  magician.  It 
was  to  be  my  glorious  task  to  break 
the  spell  and  set  them  free.  How 
I  thrilled  at  the  thought!  I  started 
to  run  toward  the  door,  but  sud- 
denly the  whistle  of  an  approaching 
train  sounded  in  the  distance  and 
then  I  remembered  that  I  lived  in 
a  world  where  wicked  magicians  play 
no  part.  It  was  too  late  now  to 
rescue  enchanted  princesses.  As  if 
guessing  my  thoughts,  the  parrot  in 
the  highest  cage  burst  into  a  harsh 
cynical  laugh. 


"To  Woman's  Vows  and 
Swearing — " 

"I'll  never  be  happy  again  after 
you  go  away.  Never,  never,  never !" 
She  said  tearfully. 

"But,"  I  reasoned,  "you  have  your 
mother,  and  all  the  puppies,  and 
nurse,  and  the  pony." 

She  only  shook  her  head.  "No, 
never!"  she  repeated  firmly. 

And  now  the  time  to  go  had  really 
come,  and  the  carriage  was  waiting 
in  front  of  the  house.  She  had 
promised  not  to  cry,  but  there  was  a 
catch  in  her  voice  when  she  assured 
me  that  she  would  always  write  me 
every  single  Sunday  even  when  she 
got  to  be  an  old,  old  woman.  As  the 
carriage  creaked  and  drove  off,  she 
climbed  up  onto  the  stepping  stone 
and  began  to  wave  her  handkerchief. 
It  had  been  arranged  that  she  should, 
and  I  on  my  part  was  to  wave  to  her 
until  the  carriage  passed  through  the 
gate  out  of  sight  of  the  house. 
Then,  when  I  reached  the  big  tree 
where  the  road  twisted  around  near 
the  house  again,  and  there  was  a 
big  hole  in  the  hedge  through  which 
you  could  see,  we  were  to  wave  to 
each  other  once  more. 

The  gate  shut  behind  me  and  the 
horse's  hoofs  began  to  beat  up  great 
clouds  of  dust  from  the  sunny  road. 
At  the  hole  in  the  hedge  I  turned. 
She  wasn't  waiving  her  handkerchief 
from  the  stepping  stone  any  more. 
Instead  I  could  see  her  running  up 


HAPPY    HIGHWAYS 


and  down  the  lawn.  She  ran  lightly 
and  merrily,  her  hair  streaming  out 
straight  behind  her,  in  a  mad  chase 
after  a  big  yellow  butterfly,  and  I 
fancied  I  heard  her  little  gurgle  of 
delight  as  she  caught  the  fluttering 
thing  under  her  wide  leghorn  hat. 


those  other  beautiful  ephemeral 
things  that  come  and  go  like  dreams 
in  the  night,  belong  to  that  land  of 
illusion  where  all  true  children  live? 


The  Man  Who  Sold  Romance 

To  the  grown-ups  he  was  only  a 
very  ugly  old  man  who  woke  them 
up  early  in  the  morning  with  his 
piercing  whistle.  But  to  us,  as  he 
came  down  the  street,  the  sun  shin- 
ing on  his  gilded  horn,  dozens  of 
gaudily  colored  balloons  floating 
around  his  head,  he  was  a  character 
from  fairyland  itself.  Sometimes  he 
spoke  of  that  wonderful  country 
from  which  he  came.  He  called  it 
Calabria,  to  be  sure,  and  said  that 
there  the  birds  sang  and  the  flowers 
bloomed  all  the  year  round  and  the 
fruit  fell  off  the  trees  into  your 
mouth.  But  when  we  begged  him 
to  take  us  there,  he  only  sighed  and 
said  it  was  too  far  away.  So  we 
had  to  be  content  to  wait  for  him  on 
Saturday  mornings,  when  those  of 
us  that  were  lucky  and  had  pennies 
bought  of  Ins  romance. 

For  do  not  balloons,  like  soap  bub- 
bles and  castles  in  the  air  and  all 


At  the  Top  of  the  Hill 

Every  night  I  had  watched  the 
sun  pause  a  moment  at  the  top  of 
the  hill  before  it  went  down,  and  I 
wondered  what  it  was  that  made  it 
linger  there.  I  fancied,  as  children 
do,  that  up  there  at  the  very  top, 
there  must  be  something  of  magic 
and  wonder. ,  Perhaps  strange  people 
lived  there  in  an  enchanted  palace,  or 
fairies  danced  among  the  wild  flow- 
ers. So  one  day,  I  started  up  the 
hill  pushing  my  way  through  bramble 
bushes  and  stumbling  in  the  matted 
weeds.  But  when  I  reached  the  top 
of  the  slope,  there  was  no  magic 
palace,  no  gay  elfish  laughter  and 
fairy  revels,  only  a  great  stillness, 
and  behind  a  row  of  maple  trees  five 
or  six  grey  stones  overgrown  with 
moss  and  surrounded  by  a  crumbling 
stone  wall.  I  sat  down  and  cried 
over  my  first  great  disappointment. 
Then  suddenly  I  looked  up,  and 
there,  after  all,  lingering  at  the  top 
of  the  farthest  bill  was  the  setting 
sun  ! 

Sarah  Hinde,  '17. 
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IMPRESSIONS 


Hester 

When  I  knew  her,  she  was  doing 
graduate  work  at  a  very  young  school 
for  journalists.  The  school's  chief 
pride  (it  is  too  young  even  to  be 
casual  about  it)  is  its  efficiency ;  and 
at  first  I  thought  that,  what  I  saw 
on  her  was  only  its  impress.  Later 
I  realized  that  this  was  giving  too 
much  credit  to  an  institution  which, 
— while  it  has  always  formed  ver- 
satile journalists  with  a  deadly  pre- 
cision— was  too  young  to  have  made 
so  deep  an  impression.  Hester's 
whole  life  must  have  been  a  school 
of  journalism. 

She  would  have  been  game  for 
Meredith.  Not  so  young  as  the  rest 
of  us,  she  was  silently  determined  to 
make  the  most  of  her  years.  I  think 
that  she  had,  at  bottom,  a  deep  re- 
spect, even  a  reverence,  for  the 
phrase  before  which  we  were  all  of- 
ficially prostrate — "the  resources  of 
the  journalist.'"  She  neglected  no 
chance  of  acquiring  them.  Every 
hint  or  chance  suggestion  let  fall  by 
authority  she  carried  out  relentlessly 
to  its  limit.  And  her  faith  in  the 
logic  of  this  procedure  was  almost 
pathetic.  She  attended  all  classes, 
and  took  notes  religiously.  She  as- 
similated daily  whole  columns  from 
uncounted  newspapers.  Interviews 
were,  for  her,  a  rite  of  awful  serious- 
ness.    She  performed  unremittingly 


the  whole  round  of  practical  work 
designed  for  giving  the  journalist  a 
real  knowledge  of  the  world  he  is 
to  work  in.  She  trudged  to  plays, 
and  sat  up  until  morning  reviewing 
them.  She  swallowed  whole  books 
on  history,  on  economies,  on  art,  and 
searched  dumbly  for  the  apt  word 
which  should  describe  each  and  fix 
it  forever.  When  the  weekly  prac- 
tice paper  was  got  together,  she 
spent  hours  hurrying  silently  and 
swiftly  from  telephone  to  typewriter, 
and  from  typewriter  to  city  desk,  or 
hovering  above  the  form,  appropri- 
ately tense  and  ready  for  a  crisis. 
Over  and  above  this,  she  spent  a 
great  deal  of  time  (where  it  came 
from  I  cannot  tell)  observing  life  in 
the  large;  and  no  settlement-house 
opened  on  the  lower  East  Side,  no 
speech  was  made  in  the  enormous 
Metropolitan  auditorium,  no  esthe- 
tic interpretation  of  the  Fifth  Sym- 
phony was  attempted  anywhere  in 
the  city,  without  the  sanction  of  her 
presence. 

Yet  her  code  or  creed  or  what- 
ever it  was  would  not  let  her  rest 
there.  She  must  face  about  and 
adapt  herself  to  us — a  light-headed, 
irreverent  element  who  felt  vaguely 
oppressed,  sometimes,  by  the  self- 
consciousness  and  haste  of  the  whole 
performance.  I  don't  wish  to  do  her 
injustice — I     think     that     perhaps 


IMPRESSIONS 


something  besides  the  effort  for 
universal  compatibility,  brought  her 
among  us  and  kept  her  there;  for, 
after  all,  I  suspect  that  she  had, 
detached  from  her  working  mind, 
but  yet  real — a  sense  of  humour. 
Whatever  it  was,  it  made  her  sensi- 
tive to  our  manner,  our  shrugs  and 
grins  and  casualness;  and  with  very 
little  trouble,  she  made  them  her 
own.  Indeed,  she  had  a  sort  of 
eagerness  to  join  our  revelry,  and 
seemed  always  half  on  the  defensive 
and  ready  to  prove  that  she  was  in- 
deed one  of  us  and  could  get  from 
the  whole  business  as  lordly  an 
amusement  as  our  very  youngest 
member. 

I  wonder  whether  she  really  had 
a  sense  of  humour,  or  whether  she 
was  moved  only  by  an  uneasy  in- 
stinct not  to  be  left  out.  She  must 
have  had  a  hard  time  of  it  some- 
times. I  can  imagine  one  part  of 
her  arching  its  brows  and  smiling  a 
crooked  smile  while  she  hammered 
out  reviews  and  hurried  to  collect 
opinions  on  the  various  aspects  of 
that  province  of  journalism,  the 
world.  She  was  certainly  unusual  to 
keep  it  up,  under  such  a  scrutiny. 


City  Birds 
All  they  have  to  sing  on,  is  a  small 
straggly  tree,  growing  from  a  tiny 
square  of  sterile  earth  midway  in 
I.Ik:  long  Mock,  a  tree  so  overpowered 
by  the  high  houses  on  either  side 


that  it  seems  afraid  to  put  forth 
more  than  a  few  withered  leaves. 
There  is  no  one  to  look  upon  the 
tree,  or  its  occupants,  the  dirty  little 
sparrows,  except  a  house  maid  on  the 
top-most  floor  of  one  of  the  houses 
closed  for  the  summer.  She  peers 
sleepily  out  of  the  half -shut  window, 
clad  in  her  night  dress,  for  it  is  only 
four  in  the  morning  and  the  street 
is  deserted,  save  for  the  birds.  Soon 
their  monotonous  chirps  will  be 
drowned  in  the  countless  mingled 
sounds  of  the  hot,  busy  city,  but  for 
the  present  they  sing  loudly.  Their 
song  is  like  themselves,  hideously 
ugly;  you  could  not  expect  any 
beauty  from  their  dusty,  bedraggled 
little  bodies.  It  is  like  a  small  echo 
of  harsh  discords;  it  is  dreary  and 
unbearably  cheerful  at  the  same 
time ;  you  can  almost  fancy  it  a  com- 
posite of  all  the  unlovely  noises  you 
have  ever  heard. 

L.  E.,  '18. 


"Rain,  Rain,  go  away, 
Come  again  another  day,"' 

The  last  line  is  purely  perfunctory. 
We  hope  the  day  will  be  as  far  off 
as  possible.  As  soon  as  comes  the 
murmur  of  the  rain  we  supplement 
it  by  our  grumble.  We  refuse  to 
find  any  delight  in  bad  weather  but 
scowl  at  it  through  window  panes 
and  sneer  at  it  from  under  umbrel- 
las. Yet,  how  many  rainy  days  have 
we  to  thank  for  Japanese  prints  with 
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the  clear  pale  shadows  of  trees  out- 
lined in  the  mists,  and  the  fantastic 
processions  of  umbrellaed  people  in 
high  wooden  shoes,  silhouetted  black 
against  the  driving  storm?  Nowa- 
days more  and  more  at  exhibitions  our 
attention  is  caught  by  modern  pic- 
tures of  city  lights  in  the  rain. 
Even  photography  has  discovered 
the  beauty  of  mistiness.  Nor  do  all 
writers  find  the  days  so  dark  and 
dreary.  Thoreau  recommends  "long 
walks  in  stormy  weather  or  through 
deep  snows  in  the  field  and  woods  if 
you  would  keep  your  spirits  up." 
But  we  are  quite  unregenerate.  Bain 
is  rain  we  say,  and  we  are  not  ducks. 
But  meetings  in  the  rain  have 
their  advantages.  We  are  never 
so  stilted  when  we  are  not  over- 
starched.  We  lose  some  of  the  stiff- 
ness of  our  manner  along  with  the 
prickliness  of  our  frills.  Two  people 
under  a  dripping  umbrella  are  far 
more  genially  inclined  toward  one 
another  than  two  people  eyeing  each 
other  appraisingly  from  the  exclusive 
shelter  of  separate  parasols.  But 
even  if  we  do  not  go  out  we  can 
have  ourselves  for  company.  We  are 
a,  thousand  miles  from  our  friends 
across  the  street.  We  can  play 
alchemist  with  the  fire  and  no  one 
will  be  the  wiser.  Or  we  can  go 
outside,  for  as  Emerson  says :  "to  go 
into  solitude  a  man  needs  to  retire 
as  much  from  his  chamber  as  from 
society."    There  is  joy  to  be  gathered 


from  bad  weather,  and  we  will  be 
repaid  in  the  coin  we  give — with 
light  heartedness  if  we  rejoice  in  the 
wholesome  drench  of  the  storm — 
with  pleasurable  melancholy  if  we 
go  lonely  ways  and 

"Sing  a  solitary  song 
That  whistles  in  the  wind." 

C.  G.  W.,  '17. 


Babies 

Do  people  really  like  babies  as 
much  as  they  profess?  And  if  so, 
why?  I  remember  one  day,  when 
I  was  walking  with  a  friend,  we 
passed  a  dreadful  baby  in  a  peram- 
bulator. It  was  mealy  looking  and 
it  had  on  a  lace  hat  and  was  sucking 
the  pink  bow  on  its  blanket.  My 
friend  stopped  in  ecstasy:  "Oh,  the 
sweet  baby!" 

"Why  do  you  like  it  ?"    I  asked. 

"Oh,"  she  murmured,  "it's  so  little 
and  pink!"  Yet  I  am  sure  she 
would  not  like  a  guinea  pig. 

J.  E.  G.,  '17. 


One  Lord  of  Creation 

Going  to  town  on  the  car  this 
morning  my  mood  was  very  idle. 
Therefore  when  a  man  took  the  seat 
next  to  me  I  observed  him  with  a 
lazy  interest.  He  was  neither  hand- 
some nor  homely,  benign  nor  irrit- 
able, simply  middle-aged  and  com- 
monplace. Eeaching  into  his  over- 
coat pocket  he  drew  out  some  enve- 
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lopes  and  began  looking  through 
them.  I  saw  that  they  were  stamped 
and  all  addressed  to  various  shops 
in  the  same  flowing  feminine  hand- 
writing. December's  bills  for  her 
husband  to  mail,  I  thought.  And  as 
the  man  unfolded  his  morning  paper 
I  wondered  what  manner  of  hus- 
band the  average  man  made.  This 
one  looked  stead}-  and  sure;  though 
uninteresting  he  was  probably  good, 
and  maybe  the  safe  commonplace  is 
the  best  in  the  long  run.  Just  then 
my  neighbor  thrust  his  hand  into 


his  pocket,  brought  out  the  enve- 
lopes again,  and  running  rapidly 
through  them,  picked  out  one  with 
the  address  of  a  department  store 
across  it.  He  looked  at  it  attentively, 
then  after  a  moment's  hesitation 
turned  it  quickly  over,  and  thrust 
a  thick  forefinger  under  the  flap. 
The  paper  gave,  and  he  drew  out  the 
contents.  With  a  quick  glance  at 
the  enclosed  check  he  unfolded  the 
bill  and  read  carefully  down,  item 
after  item,  his  spatulate  finger  tip 
stopping  beside  each  date. 

M.  O'S.,  '17. 


A  VALENTINE 


As  the  humming  of  the  bees 

In  hot  sunshine, 

As  the  murmur  of  the  breeze 

In  spicy  pine, 

As  the  blue  that  stains  the  clearest 

Sky  and  sea, 

So  thoughts  of  you,  my  dearest, 

Are  to  me. 


THE  LORD   OF  MISRULE 

By  Alfred  Noyes 

It  is  a  challenging  title — The  Lord  of  Misrule — and  the  odd,  pic- 
tured cover  seems  to  promise  fresh  stores  of  romance  and  of  swinging 
song  from  this  most  fanciful  of  modern  poets.  One  opens  the  book  with 
a  faint  throbbing  memory  of  The  Barrel  Organ. 

The  title  poem  has  certainly  something  of  that  remembered  melody, 
with  its  running  refrain  skilfully  introduced  and  modified  until  it  echoes 
the  May  song  almost  as  actually  as — 
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"Come  down  to  Kew  in  lilac  time,  in  lilac  time,  in  lilac  time" 

sings  again  like  the  children  on  the  sidewalk.  But  in  The  Lord  of  Mis- 
rule there  is  a  touch  of  archaism  and  conscious  quaintness,  an  academic 
note  that  reminds  us'  that  the  rising  young  poet  is  now  a  professor  at 
Princeton.  It  is  felt  throughout  the  book,  as  a  new  remoteness,  an  atmos- 
phere slightly  less  sympathetic,  in  which  the  little  things  that  were  mere 
foibles  before,  are  enhanced  and  emphasized  into  real  stylistic  vices. 
One  grows  skeptical  of  devices,  such  as  the  use  of  interjection  "0,"  to 
express  pity  or  tenderness,  and  "God!"  for  a  nameless  but  recurrent  in- 
tensity of  emotion,— of  a  multitude  of  echoes  traceable  to  Keats,  Tenny- 
son, Browning  and  Blake,  as  well  as  Scripture,  and  of  the  endless 
repetition  that  made  The  Barrel  Organ  a  living  fact,  but  shackles  some 
of  these  later  poems  to  veritable  patterns  of  variation.  So  it  is  that  the 
last  stanza  of  The  Lord  of  Misrule  leaves  us  cold,  in  spite  of  its  ecstatic 
rhythm  and  its  triumphant  ending — 

"We  tell  you  he  is  risen  again ! 
Our  God  hath  burst  his  prison  again! 
Christ  is  risen,  is  risen  again;  and  Love  is  Lord  of  all." 

Another  alienating  factor  lies  in  the  proneness  to  preach,  so  common 
among  modern  poets.  They  busy  themselves  with  creeds,  contriving 
"newer,"  "truer"  variations,  to  fit  the  manly  spirit  of  the  age.  With  Mr. 
Noyes,  this  disposition  takes  the  shape  of  argumentative  optimism.  We 
appear  to  be  disunited  and  fickle,  he  says — 

"But  ah,  beneath  the  struggling  foam, 
When  storm  and  change  are  on  the  deep, 
How  quietly  the  tides  come  home, 
And  how  the  depths  of  sea-shine  sleep;" 

While  this  is  agreeable  and  sincere,  so  pretty  a  phrase  as  "the  depths  of 
sea-shine"  seems  wasted.  And,  turning  the  pages,  one  comes  upon  phrases 
and  phrases  and  phrases  (with  apologies  to  the  king  who  "lied  and  lied 
and  lied  to  his  last  breath")  too  often  lost  in  complicated  argument  and 
empty  sentiment — "White  globes  on  the  wet  embankment  .  .  . 
greasing  the  Thames  with  gold,"  "Little  inch-wide  meadows,"  "Little 
tawny  roofs  of  home,"  "sun-stained  feet"  and  a  hundred  coloured  bits  like 
the  spoil  of  a  ruined  kaleidoscope. 
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One  meets,  also,  with  a  few  poems,  four  or  five,  perhaps,  in  which 
flashing  picture  and  lingering  music  are  thrilling  and  magical.  Crimson 
Sails,  with  all  its  elaborate  repetition  and  allusion,  is  thoroughly  poetized, 

"A  peacock  butterfly  flaunted 
Its  four  great  crimson  wings, 
As  over  the  edge  of  the  chalk  it  flew 
Black  as  a  ship  on  the  channel  blue. 

"But  Salomon  sacked  the  sunset, 
Wherever  his  black  ships  rolled, 
He  rolled  it  up  like  a  crimson  cloth, 
And  crammed  it  into  his  hold. 

"His  masts  were  Lebanon  cedars, 
His  sheets  were  singing  blue, 
But  that  was  never  the  reason  why 
He  stuffed  his  hold  with  the  sunset  sky! 
The  kings  could  cut  their  cedars, 
And  sail  from  Ophir,  too; 
But  Salomon  packed  his  heart  with  dreams 
And  all  the  dreams  were  true." 

In  contrast  with  such  rich  and  sensuous  effects  is  the  delicate  After 
Rain — ■ 

"Listen !     On  sweetening  air 
The  blackbird  growing  bold 
Flings  out,  where  green  boughs  glisten, 
Three  splashes  of  wild  gold." 

And  again,  from  Paraclete — 

"Tongue  hath  not  told  it, 
Heart  hath  not  known ; 
Yet  shall  the  bough  swing 
When  it  hath  flown." 

One  more  poem,  The  War/yon,  stands  out,  peculiar  for  a  grave,  sweet 
tenderness,  which  is  utterly  erased    from  its  second  stanza  by  ineffective 
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repetition,  so  that  it  seems  to  me  typical  of  the  faults  and  virtues  of  this 
collecton,  in  which  genuine  poetic  impulse  is  attenuated  through  arbitrary 
channels,  and  overburdened  with  a  weight  of  ornament. 

"Crimson  and  black  on  the  sky,  a  waggon  of  clover 
Slowly  goes  rumbling,  over  the  white  chalk  road; 
And  I  lie  in  the  golden  grass  there,  wondering  why 
So  little  a  thing 
As  the  jingle  and  ring  of  the  harness, 
The  hot  creak  of  leather, 
The  peace  of  the  plodding, 
Should  suddenly,  stabbingly,  make  it 
Strange  that  men  die. 

"Only,  perhaps,  in  the  same  blue  summer  weather, 
Hundreds  of  years  ago,  in  this  field  where  I  lie, 
Caedmon,  the  Saxon,  was  caught  by  the  self-same  thing: 
The  serf  lying,  black  with  the  sun  on  his  beautiful  wain-load, 
The  jingle  and  clink  of  the  harness, 
The  hot  creak  of  leather, 
The  peace  of  the  plodding; 
And  wondered,  0  terribly  wondered, 
That  men  must  die." 

J.  R.  G.,  '17. 
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EVERYBODY 

When  I  went  to  my  interview, 
And  told  the  fact  to  just  a  few, 
Who  was  it  thought  she'd  found  a  clue? 
Everybody. 

Indeed  why  should  we  dearly  prize 
The  stupid  truth,  instead  of  lies 
Which  make  a  tale  that's  so  uncouth 
A  luscious,  spicy  bit  of  "sleuth?" 
How  much  too  often  do  we  tell 
The  incidents  as  they  befell ! 

Eeality  is  tame,  alas ! 

A  person  we  might  lightly  pass 

As  one  whom  romance  sure  has  missed, 

We  flatter,  "Did  you  see  her  kissed  ?" 

The  door,  of  course,  shut  off  the  view, 

But  sounds  can  carry  rumours,  too. 

"Of  course  she  is  engaged,  I  know" — 
"  'Have  I  a  cause  for  saying  so  ?' 
You  should  just  see  her  daily  mail ! 
And  don't  you  think  she's  growing  pale?" 
That  fasting  pales  and  friends  may  write 
Are  facts  so  trivial  they  are  slight. 

Who  saw  her  waiting  in  the  Lib.? 
Who  knows  that  coasting  broke  her  rib? 
Who  tells  the  lies  that  are  so  glib? 
Everybody. 

E.  IT.  T., '16. 

E.  H.  IT.,  '16. 
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fully selected  stock  of 
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The     Love  Bird"  Set 

ONE   OF   THE    ATTRACTIVE    FEATURES    IN    THE    SPRING    LINE   OF 


EMBROIDERY    PACKAGE    OUTFITS 


532— Pillow,  50c.       533 — Laundry  Bag,  75e. 
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"Love  birds  and  font  of  flowers  in  legend's  ancient  lore. 
Brought  friendship,  plenty,  happiness,  a  tapping  at  the  door." 

This  handsome  "Love  Bird"  Set  is  one  more  charming  example  of  the  originality  and  distinctive  quality 
that  have  made  ROYAL  SOCIETY  Package  Outfits  supreme.  An  idea  of  the  beauty  and  daintiness 
of  the  decorative  motif  that  follows  through  these  useful  pieces  of  needlework  may  be  gained  from  the 
accompanying  photographic  illustrations. 

Though  artistic  to  the  highest  degree,  any  item  in  the  "Love  Bird"  Set  may  be  perfectly  executed  by 
even  an  inexperienced  needleworker,  for  each  package  contains  the  necessary  materials,  sufficient  ROYAL 
SOCIETY  Floss  to  complete  the  embroidery,  full  directions  and  chart  of  stitches.  They  are  stamped 
and  tinted  in  natural  colors  on  "White  Needleweave,"  a  new  and  durable  material  especially  woven  for 
embroidery  purposes. 

SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  ROYAL  SOCIETY  CIRCULAR 
SHOWING  THE  COMPLETE  SPRING  LINE  OF  PACKAGE  OUTFITS 

YOUR  DEALER  has  in  stock  or  can  procure  for  you  any  Royal  Society  article,  including  Embroidery 
Floss  in  pure  white  and  fast  colors;  Celesta  Twist  the  washable  artificial  Silk;  Cordichet,  The  Perfect 
Crochet  Cotton;   Embroidery  and  Cordichet  Package  Outfits;   Crochet  Cottons,  etc. 

H.  E.  VERRAN   CO.,  incorporated,  UNION  SQUARE  WEST,  NEW  YORK 
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EDITORIALS 

When,  twenty-four  years  ago,  the  students  of  Bryn  Mawr  College 
inaugurated  Self -Government,  their  attitude  was  one  of  enthusiastic 
devotion  hard  to  realize  to-day.  To  them  Serf-Government  stood  for 
freedom  and  democracy— the  watchwords  of  progress,  the  special 
charge  of  enlightened  college  women.  There  are  no  college  women 
nowadays.  We,  who  have  inherited  their  scheme,  are  a  generation 
of  girls — euphemistically,  "students" — -with  no  very  high  thoughts 
of  civilization  or  the  responsibility  of  privilege;  we  regard  Self-Gov- 
ernment  with  easy  familiarity,  as  who  should  say — ''Our  foible!" 

This  is  a  natural  lapse  now  that  pioneer  days  are  over,  but  we 
should  not  let  it  develop  into  a  warping  of  our  sense  of  duty.  The 
meetings  of  February  twenty-ninth  and  March  third  have  awakened 
us  to  the  fad  dial  passive  acceptance  is  not  all  that  Self-Government 
requires.  We  mus1  subscribe  loyally  lo  such  regulations  as  there  are, 
and  keep  steadily  in  mind  our  own  direct  responsibility  in  a  govern- 
ment inf  Misled  lo  us.  Whether  we  believe  lhal  we  are  individually 
responsible  for  the  acts  of  others  or  only  for  our  own,  we  are  respon- 
sible.    Our  foremost   enemy   lias  been   Hie  cynic  laugh. 
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Popular  criticism  has  dealt  much,  and  harshly  with  the  "'style" 
of  Henry  James,  and  of  late,  with  his  expatriation.  The  time  has  now 
come,  with  his  death  on  the  twenty-eighth  of  this  February,  to  look 
dispassionately  at  both.  We  would  be  unwilling  to  admit  in  this  "land 
of  the  free,"  that  there  are  any  personal  decisions  which  must  not  be 
made,  yet  in  the  case  of  Henry  James,  we  have  been  unwilling  to  admit 
that  a  man's  patriotism  is  as  peculiarly  personal  a  matter  as  his  re- 
ligion. Those  who  have  decried  his  oath  of  British  allegiance  are  the 
same  multitude  for  whom  Henry  James  has  been  termed  "caviar",  the 
multitude  that  makes  possible  ten  thousand  dollars  a  week  to  Charlie 
Chaplins.  Henry  James,  admittedly,  is  not  for  the  mentally  unem- 
ployed, like  Meredith  or  Browning  he  compliments  the  intellect,  and 
this  does  not  mean  as  one  editor  has  said :  that  he  "fed  literary  snob- 
bery." For  those  appreciative  of  finished  technique,  of  felicitious  phras- 
ing, of  careful  psychology,  Henry  James  occupies  a  unique  position. 
With  Joseph  Conrad  he  stands  pre-eminent  as  the  untiring,  relentless 
and  infinitely  subtle  psychologist,  and  though  Conrad  carries  the  body, 
too,  through  his  adventures,  they  are  no  more  compelling,  because  of 
that,  than  the  adventures  of  this  great  "historian  of  fine  consciences." 
There  are  infrequent  moments  when  in  the  smooth  worn  phrase  there 
are  depths  of  significance.  Henry  James'  life  is  over.  "The  world  is 
poorer  that  this  man  has  died." 


Wherever  there  exists  an  evil  so  widespread  in  its  corroding  in- 
fluence that  it  involves  all  members  of  a  community,  the  result  is  not 
infrequently  that  that  evil  is  passed  over  or  hushed  up,  with  the  mini- 
mum effort  on  the  part  of  anyone  to  correct  it.  "Borrowing"  is  a  sin 
of  such  established  standing  in  college  history,  there  are  so  many  forms 
of  it,  that  it  would  be  hopeless  to  try  a  whole-sale  reform.  No  matter 
if  we  are  taught  early  in  life  that  we  break  a  commandment  by  covet- 
ing our  neighbor's  possessions,  no  matter  how  settled  our  convictions 
on  the  subject  of  appropriating  other  people's  clothing,  books,  etc — 
from  the  first  week  of  college,  when  we  are  deprived  in  quick  succession 
of  all  our  belongings  from  the  latest  magazine  to  our  trunk  key,  we 
learn  that  "virtue  is  not  its  own  reward."  If  we  ever  desire  to  see  our 
possessions  again,  our  sole  chance  lies  in  borrowing  them  back  on  their 
wayward  journey  through  the  halls.  With  stamps,  it  is  different. 
Here  we  are  helpless  and  consequently  we  raise  the  protest  which  all 
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the  other  borrowing  has  never  wrung  from  us.  Why  should  our  stamps 
prove  so  irresistibly  attractive?  They  disappear  and  they  are  gone  for 
ever.  It  is  useless  to  try  to  regain  them  by  borrowing  on  our  own  ac- 
count— no  one  else  ever  has  any.  Every  week  we  lay  in  a  new  supply, 
and  every  day  the  stock  dwindles.  To  be  sure,  there  are  some  people 
who  promise  vaguely  to  pay,  a  few  others  who  actually  do  pay,  but 
the  majority  appropriate  with  careless  thanks.  By  the  time  we  our- 
selves are  ready  to  use  them,  a  few  odd  pennies  in  our  secret  drawer 
is  all  that  greets  us.  There  is  not  one  of  our  friends  who  is  guiltless. 
And  we  are  helpless,  for  it  is  ridiculous  to  object  to  lending  a  stamp. 
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"Yes."  said  Cox.  "Life  can  be 
awkward  at  times." 

I  had  just  finished  telling  him 
of  the  mess  Bob  Cutler  had  got 
into  and  how  we  had  been  forced 
to  black-ball  a  perfectly  good  fel- 
low nominated  for  the  club  to 
keep  Bob  from  being  found  out. 
Cox  had  been  at  the  ends  of  the 
earth  for  the  last  three  years,  so 
it  was  all  news  to  him. 

"Yes.  it  can  be  pretty  awk- 
ward," Cox  repeated,  setting 
down  his  whiskey  and  soda.  "And 
there  are  some  who  can't  make 
the  break  for  cover.  I  know  a 
man— well,  to  starl  at  the  begin- 
ning, you  know  I  spent  the  last 
live  months  of  my  trip  on  Yili 
Leva." 

( lox  is  a  geologisl  and  it  is  al- 
ways taking  him  to  the  most  god- 
forsaken places.  This  lasi  expe- 
dition \v;is  work  ai  original 
Investigation  thai  got  him  the 
presidency   of   the    rnternational 


Geological  Association  and  had 
something  to  do  with  all  those 
islands  in  the  middle  of  the  Pa- 
cific. 

"Most  of  those  small  islands," 
Cox  went  on,  "  are  only  inhabited 
by  natives  and  pretty  crude 
propositions  at  that.  But  I'd 
heard  that  there  was  a  white  man 
living  on  Viti  Levu.  I'd  expected 
that  he'd  be  one  of  those  un- 
healthy retired  traders  that  you 
run  across  down  there,  but  he 
was  as  decent  a  chap  as  you'd 
want  to  meet.  I  have  never  en- 
countered anyone  more  markedly 
the  gentleman.  His  name  was 
Grout,  Ridge  Grout.  Insisted  on 
my  making  his  place  my  head- 
quarters and  all  that.  I  was  glad 
enough  to  do  il,  ;is  those  native 
hutches  are  filthy  (daces  and  my 
leni  had  come  to  grief  a  few  weeks 
before  in  ;i  sirroco.  lie  was  a 
quiet  sort  and  we'd  been  Living 
together  nearlv  a  week  before  be 
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told  me  how  he  happened  to  be 
in  that  out-of-the-way  corner.  He 
had  got  mixed  up  in  one  of 
those  semi-commercial,  semi-politi- 
cal South  American  companies 
and  like  a  young  fool,  signed 
some  contract  or  other  and  they 
landed  him  there  to  look  after 
their  'interests.'  Personally,  I 
think  they  wanted  him  out  of  the 
way,  as  he  knew  a  good  deal  about 
them.  He  was  pretty  low  about 
the  situation,  but  determined  to 
stick  it  out.  They  were  paying 
him  a  good  salary  and  apparently 
he  needed  the  money  badly.  Fam- 
ily debts,  I  imagine,  though  he 
didn't  say  it  in  so  many  words. 
He  was  reserved  enough  in  the 
way  he  told  me  his  story.  I  have 
never  met  a  man  with  more  in- 
nate dignity.  He  said  the  isola- 
tion there  was  awful,  the  quiet, 
and  the  weird  way  the  birds  sang 
in  the  night  almost  got  him  a 
couple  of  times.  You  can't  imag- 
ine the  sense  of  utter  isolation 
in  such  a  place.  I  felt  it  and 
there  were  two  of  us.  The  sea 
stretching  away  to  the  horizon 
for  mile  upon  mile,  the  clear, 
perpetually  blue,  arch  of  the  sky, 
the  tall  palms  symmetrically  out- 
lined against  it,  and  that  white 
light  over  everything.  And  then 
from  the  rank  luxuriant  under- 
brush, pale  fleshy  orchids  making 
mouths  at  you.    Ugh!    To  be  all 


alone  in  it,  it  would  be  enough  to 
drive  you  mad.  He  read  a  lot 
but  there  was  nothing  real  for 
him  to  do,  and  no  one  to  talk  to, 
the  natives  are  a  bit  uncivilized, 
3rou  know.  No  women — he  was 
not  that  sort.  Said  he'd  tried  liv- 
ing with  one  of  the  girls  for  a 
while  but  couldn't  stand  it.  He 
was  afraid  of  losing  his  grip.  It 
made  me  sick  to  hear  him  tell  how 
he  always  dressed  for  dinner  at 
night  and  all  that,  trying  to  keep 
up. 

It  must  have  been  terrible.  And 
no  way  of  communicating  with 
the  world  except  once  a  month, 
when  a  tramp  steamer  passed  up 
or  down.  They  don't  come  very 
near  because  of  shoals,  but  he  had 
an  arrangement  with  the  captain 
to  stop  when  signalled  and  put  a 
boat  off.  She  brought  him  sup- 
plies and  occasionally  mail,  but 
he  seemed  to  be  strangely  isolated. 
He  might  as  well  not  have  existed 
as  far  as  anyone  cared,  he  said. 
I  couldn't  understand  that  state- 
ment, for  he  was  as  attractive  a 
fellow  as  you'd  meet  anywhere. 
Finally  it  came  out.  He'd  been 
at  pretty  low  ebb  once  and  in  a 
fit  of  desperation,  wrote  this  girl 
he  had  known.  Her  name  was 
Daphne, — one  of  those  names  that 
stick  in  a  fellow's  memory  and 
haunt  you  a  bit,  even  after  the 
girl's  forgotten.     Well,  he  wrote 
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to  her  and  asked  her  if  she'd 
come  out  and  marry  him.  It  was 
a  wild  thing  to  do,  of  course,  but 
he  was  crazy  with  loneliness  and 
clutched  at  any  straw.  He  figured 
out  that  it  would  take  the  letter  a 
couple  of  months  to  get  to  her  and 
as  long  for  her  answer  to  get  back. 
I  wish  you  could  have  heard  him 
tell  how  he  spent  those  four 
months  or  so  thinking  of  how  it 
would  seem  to  see  a  bit  of  sew- 
ing on  one  of  the  bamboo  tables, 
how  the  swish  of  her  skirts 
would  sound!  He  hadn't  seen 
the  girl  for  years,  but  he  was  fall- 
ing in  love  with  the  idea  of  her. 
He  began  having  another  place 
set  opposite  his  and  putting  a 
bowl  of  flowers  in  the  centre  of 
the  table.  Then  her  answer  came. 
Of  course  it  said  'No.' "  Cox 
leaned  over  to  relight  his  pipe. 
'That  was  four  months  before  I 
came,"  he  went  on,  "and  they'd 
been  pretty  bad.  I  don't  wonder. 
It  was  a  good  thing,  I  guess,  that 
I  came  along,  and  he  pulled  him- 
self up  wonderfully.  Came  with 
me  on  some  of  my  trips  and  really 
picked  up  (|uite  a  bit  of  geology. 
We  had  endless  discussions  about 
everything  under  the  sun,  from 
tobacco  to  f  lie  nebular  hypothesis. 
I  never  shuck  a  better  companion 
anywhere;  he  was  the  straighlest, 
deecnfesf,  mosl  intelligent  chap 
you    can    imagine.      One    night 


when  we  were  talking  I  showed 
him  a  kodak  of  Alice  and  the 
children.  I  guess  that's  what  de- 
cided him.  Anyhow  after  the 
next  supplies  had  arrived  he  told 
me  he  had  sent  a  letter  off.  It 
was  to  a  girl  called  Madge.  She 
wasn't  just  his  sort,  I  gathered, 
but  he'd  known  her  pretty  well 
and  she  had  really  cared  for  him. 
He  hoped  she  might  still  care 
enough  to  come  out  to  him  and  be 
his  wife.  We  had  thirteen  weeks 
to  put  in  before  we  could  even 
look  for  an  answer.  That  isn't  a 
short  time  anywhere,  but  out  there 
where  one  day  is  as  like  the  next 
as  two  peas,  it  seemed  a  life  time. 
My  work  was  keeping  me  fairly 
on  the  go — that's  a  fascinating  re- 
gion, the  formations  are  unique, — 
and  Grout  started  in  building  a 
bigger  cottage  and  even  a  'sum- 
mer house,'  though  Lord  knows 
they're  all  that  out  there.  It 
might  have  seemed  like  tempting 
Providence  but  Madge  had  been 
pretty  fond  of  him  and  besides 
he  had  to  have  something  to  keep 
his  mind  off  himself.  And  he  cer- 
tainly went  at  it,  early  in  the 
morning  and  part  of  the  time  by 
moonlight, — you  can't  do  any- 
thing of  course  in  the  middle  of 
the  day.  The  natives  helped  him 
some  but  they're  a  rum  lot;  how- 
ever, when  the  time  was  up  he 
had   evolved   quite  a   respectable 
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looking  bit  of  architecture.  When 
the  tramp's  boat  put  in  I  went 
down  to  her — Grout  was  so  keyed 
up  he  was  afraid  to  get  the  letter. 
I  believed  I  would  always  think 
of  Grout  as  he  looked  when  read- 
ing that  letter.  He  was  more, 
much  more  than  the  hackneyed 
term  'radiant'  can  give  you. 
There  were  two  possible  boats, 
she  wrote,  the  Kioto,  sailing  from 
San  Francisco  on  the  30th,  and 
the  Imperial,  clearing  New  York 
on  the  12th.  The  Kioto  landed  at 
Manila  and  the  Imperial  at  Bres- 
bane.  She  would  take  the  Im- 
perial, 'so  you  won't  have  so  far 
to  come  for  me,  Jack  Horner.' 
'She  always  called  me  that,' 
Grout  blushed  a  bit,  but  he  was 
pretty  happy  over  it  all.  Her 
letter  was  dated  May  1st.  It  was 
then  the  10th  of  June.  The  Im- 
perial would  dock  at  Brisbane  the 
first  of  August.  Grout  could  get 
there  just  in  time  by  boarding  the 
tramp  steamer  on  the  next 
month's  trip  down.  That  night 
we  had  quite  a  celebration.  Dur- 
ing my  last  week  there  Grout 
told  me  a  good  deal  about  Madge, 
where  he  had  met  her,  how  they 
had  got  to  know  each  other,  and 
then  little  things,  about  the  twist 
of  one  eyebrow,  and  how  round 
the  moons  in  her  fingernails  were, 
— little  things,  the  remembrance 
of  which  showed  she  was  more  to 
him  than  he  thought. 


"I  wanted  to  stay  out  the  month 
with  him  but  it  was  impossible. 
The  tramp  was  to  pick  me  up  on 
her  return  trip  past  Viti  Levu. 
It  was  imperative  for  me  to  be  in 
London  for  the  September  meet- 
ing of  the  International  Geologi- 
cal Association.  The  night  be- 
fore the  tramp  was  due  back  we 
walked  up  and  down  in  moonlight 
so  silvery  that  the  shadows  of  the 
palms  fell  blue  across  the  sands. 
The  waves  lapping  on  the  beach 
were  tipped  with  phosphorus, 
and  such  stars !  What  a  place  to 
bring  your  bride!  Gad,  I  envied 
him  his  enthusiasm  and  his  ad- 
venture. 

"It  was  about  four  the  next 
afternoon  when  the  tramp  hove  to 
and  put  off  her  boat.  I'd  all  my 
stuff  together,  so  there  was  no  de- 
lay and  after  they'd  unloaded 
some  provisions  the  bo'sun  and  his 
crew  piled  in  my  luggage.  I  was 
surprised  at  my  emotion  when  it 
came  to  the  actual  word  'Good- 
bye.' Grout  wasn't  looking  too 
cheerful  either,  but  we  weren't  a 
pair  of  women  and  the  bo'sun  was 
waiting.  We  had  just  pulled 
away  when  Grout  reached  out  a 
letter  to  me.  I  thought  he  wanted 
me  to  mail  it  when  we  touched 
our  next  port,  and  was  putting  it 
in  my  pocket.  'It's  mine,'  he 
said,  'the  bo'sun  brought  it  to 
me.'  Grout  threw  back  his  head. 
'Good-bye,'  he  called,  and  turned 
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up  the  beach  towards  the  house. 
I  hadn't  noticed  them  bring  in 
any  mail  and  I  drew  the  letter  out 
of  its  envelope  with  some  curios- 
ity. It  was  a  short  letter,  one 
sheet,  that  was  all. 

'Bidge,'  it  said, 

'Thank  heaven  I  have 
realized  it  in  time.  I  do  love  you, 
and  I  know  now  that  I  always 
have.  I  have  caught  the  Kiota 
and  am  coming  straight  to  you. 
It  will  be  very  wonderful,  my 
Eidge,  to  be  with  you.  We  dock 
at  Manila  on  the  15th  of  August. 
This  goes  off  by  the  pilot.    Be  sure 


and  meet  me  for  I  am  alone.    All 
my  love,  dearest. 

'Daphne.' 

"I  looked  back.  The  signal  was 
down  from  the  flag  staff.  The 
beach  lay  far  behind  us,  white  in 
the  hot  sunshine  and  quite  de- 
serted. 

'•The  bo'sun  would  not  put  back 
to  Viti  Levu.  There  are  nine 
weeks  more  before  I  can  hope  for 
any  word." 

Cox  looked  rather  fixedly  ahead. 
"You  see,"  he  said  slowly,  "Eidge 
Grout    is     a     gentleman.       That 
makes  it  awkward, — or  tragic." 
M.  O'S.,  '17. 
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Th  rough  all  the  winter  I  have  been  content, 

Though  I  looked  toward  its  coming  with  sharp  dread. 
My  exiled  dreams  si  ill  kept  their  banishment, 

Nor  lose  to  haunt  me — ghosts  of  days  now  dead; 
When  winds  with  snow  and  brown  dead  leaves  made  riot, 

From  that  wild  desolation  quite  apart, 
1  sat  before  a  low  fire's  drowsy  quiet. 
Yet  is  the  year  sad  past  imagining: 

The  winter  laid  no  sorrow  on  my  heart, 
But  no  joy  comes  with  the  returning  spring. 

L.  E.  B.,  '16. 
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THEODORE  DREISER:    THE  GENIUS 

Mr.  Galsworthy  has  given  The  Dark  Flower  a  sub  title,  The  Love 
Life  of  a  Man.  Mr.  Dreiser  might  well  have  given  his  book  a  similar 
title,  The  Love  Life  of  a  Genius,  or  perhaps,  with  the  same  meaning, 
The  Life  of  a  Genius.  He  has  tried  to  present  an  artist, — from  his 
early  days  in  a  little  country  town,  where  he  was  a  dull  boy  with  no 
head  for  schooling,  but  with  some  ability  to  sketch;  through  the  ups 
and  downs  of  his  professional  growth  as  illustrator  of  a  newspaper,  of 
smaller  and  larger  magazines,  until  he  becomes  famous  as  a  realistic 
painter  of  modern  city  life,  and  at  last,  fallen  from  power,  grows 
barren. 

But  the  development  of  the  artist  in  his  profession  is  largely 
kept  in  the  background;  it  is  subordinate  to  the  main  interest  of 
the  book, — the  love  life  of  the  hero.  Dreiser  has  attempted  a  more 
extensive  treatment  than  is  found  in  The  Dark  Flower.  Mark  Len- 
non,  Galsworthy's  hero,  has  a  passion  for  three  women  in  his  life, 
but  Dreiser's  genius  is  not  satisfied  with  three  times  the  number. 
Galsworthy  has  evidently  a  sentimental  sympathy  for  Mark.  Dreiser 
is  neither  friendly  nor  hostile;  he  has  analyzed  impartially  the  artis- 
tic temperament  of  his  genius,  particularly  its  abnormal  sensitiveness 
to  beauty  in  women.  Dreiser  writes  always  with  unaffected  realism, 
— using  no  such  highly  poetic  fancies  as  symbolical  dark  flowers  and 
allegorical  seasons  of  the  year. 

The  characters  in  The  Genius  are  not  individuals  but  types.  The 
genius  himself  is  typically  self  centered  and  at  the  mercy  of  temper- 
ment;  and  the  women  of  the  book  are  types,  from  the  sensible  little 
school  girl  flirt  whom  he  first  loved,  to  the  pale  "Angel"  who  becomes 
his  unhappy  wife. 

The  main  interest  in  the  book  is  not  in  the  characters  nor  in  the 
story, — a  mere  string  of  episodes  that  reduplicate  themselves  some- 
what monotonously.  The  Genius,  like  many  other  recent  books,  is 
a  presentation  in  the  form  of  a  novel  of  some  facts  which  make  a 
problem  for  social  reformers, — what  is  to  be  done  with  the  genius 
in  society?  It  draws  no  conclusion,  attempts  no  moral;  it  offers  no 
remedy,  does  not  even  advise  a  remedy.  On  the  other  hand,  there  is 
no  trouble  of  morbidness  in  treatment  to  stamp  the  situation  as 
hopeless.  •  E.  W.  B.,  '16. 
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The  other  day  as  I  looked  through  my  newly  arrived  volume  of 
the  Legends,  Tales  and  Poems  of  Gustavo  Adolf o  Becquer,  I  found  in 
the  back  of  it  some  rimas.  Immediately  I  forgot  the  purpose  with 
which  I  had  taken  up  the  book;  the  preparation  of  my  next  day's 
Spanish  lesson  was  relegated  to  the  already  numerous  company  of  in- 
tentions, worthy  but  unfulfilled. 

The  poetry  of  Becquer  has  the  delicacy  of  rare  old  lace,  the 
grace  and  daintiness  of  an  old  French  tune.  Into  the  assonant  Spanish 
verse  he  weaves  his  mood  of  the  moment — he  is  bitter,  melancholy, 
retrospective,  adoring,  but  never  is  he  gay;  in  his  love  poetry  there 
is  a  hopelessness  and  in  his  other  poems  a  questioning  that  prevents 
him  from  attaining  even  content  of  mind. 

XV     A  floating  veil  of  thin  mist, 

A  curling  ribbon  of  white  foam, 
The  ringing  tone 

Of  a  harp  of  gold 
The  kiss  of  a  zephyr,  a  flood  of  light 

— That  is  you. 

You  are  an  airy  shadow 

Which,  when  I  move  to  touch  you,  vanishes 
Like  a  flame,  like  a  sound, 

Like  a  cloud,  like  the  sighing 
Of  the  blue  lake. 

A  wave  beating  in  a  boundless  sea, 

A  comet  wand'ring  through  the  empty  void, 

The  wihl  lament 
Of  the  hoarse  wind 

The  eternal  longing  for  something  beyond 
—That  is  I. 

I  who  in  my  pain,  I  urn  my  eyes 

Constantly  toward  your  eyes; 
I,  who  pursue,  tirelessly,  madly, 

A  shadow,  ;i  girl  glowing 
in  ;i  vision. 


10  TIPYN   O'    BOB 


Often  his  mood  recalls  that  of  Catullus,  as  can  be  seen  by  a  com- 
parison of 

XXXVIII     Sighs  are  air  and  pass  into  air 

Tears  are  water  and  flow  to  the  sea 
Tell  me,  woman,  when  love  is  passed 
Do  you  know  whither  it  can  flee? 

with  Catullus'  Carmen  LXX. 

My  Fair  says,  she  no  spouse  but  me 
Would  wed,  though  Jove  himself  were  he. 

She  says  it;  but  I  deem 

That  what  the  fair  to  lovers  swear 

Should  be  inscribed  upon  the  air, 
Or  in  the  running  stream. 

(Lamb's  translation.) 

The  simplicity  with  which  he  pays  his  most  delicate  court  is  what 
gives  to  his  poems  their  undeniable  charm. 

XXI     "What  is  poetry?"    You  asked  of  me 

As  you  fixed  on  me  your  eyes  of  blue. 
What  is  poetry?  And  can  you  ask  it? 
Poetry it  is  you. 

XIII     Your  eyes  are  blue  and  when  you  smile 
Their  sweet  light  reminds  me 
Of  the  tremulous  flash  of  morning 
Reflected  in  the  sea. 

Your  eyes  are  blue  and  when  you  weep 

The  transparent  tears  in  them 
Appear  to  my  fancy  like  drops  of  dew 

In  the  heart  of  a  violet. 

Your  eyes  are  blue  and  if  in  their  depths 
There  darts  a  thought,  like  a  ray  of  light 

I  liken  it  to  a  lost  star  wand'ring 
Across  the  sky  of  evening. 
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XXIII     For  a  glance,  a  world — 
For  a  smile,  a  heaven — 

For  a  kiss 1  do  not  know 

What  I  could  give  you  for  a  kiss. 

Often  there  is  a  definite  note  of  bitterness ;  due  now  to  the  recogni- 
tion of  his  own  helplessness  against  fate — 

XXXIX     Why  do  you  tell  me  ?    I  know :    You  are  fickle 
You  are  changeable,  vain  and  capricious ; 
Water  would  well  from  the  barren  cliff, 
Sooner  than  love  from  your  heart. 

I  know  that  in  your  breast,  a  serpent's  nest, 

There  is  no  fibre  that  responds  to  love; 
That  you  are  a  lifeless  statue — but — You  are  so 
beautiful. 

and  now  to  the  realization  that  the  past  is  relentless — 

XXX     A  tear  shone  in  your  eye 

And  to  my  lips  rose  a  sentence  of  forgiveness. 
Pride  spoke  and  your  tears  were  wiped  away 
And  the  sentence  on  my  lips  died. 

I  travel  one  way,  she  another; 

But  when  we  think  of  our  love  for  each  other 
I  always  say:    ''Why  was  I  silent  that  day?" 

And  she  says:    "Why  did  I  not  weep?" 

The  poem  numbered  XXXI  summarizes  his  story — 

Our  passion  was  a  tragic  comedy 

In  whoso  absurd  plot 
There  mingled  (he  serious  and  gay, 

Smiles  and  the  flood  of  tears. 

But  the  worst  of  that  drama  was 

That  at  1  he  end  of  (he  act 
To  her  lot  fell  tears  and  laiighter, 

.\ iid  to  mine  <>nlv  the  tears. 
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These  are  the  poems  that  a  timid  passionate  lover  wrote  to  a  beauti- 
ful witty  lady  named  Julia,  whose  scorn  for  a  suitor,  negligent  in  his 
dress  and  habits,  finally  drove  him  into  a  regrettable  marriage  with 
another,  less  fastidious  woman. 

Whatever  the  mood  of  which  or  in  which  he  writes,  simplicity, 
delicacy  and  melody  are  the  touch-stones  of  his  verse. 

E.  H.  T.  '16. 


A  SONG 


Birds  sailing,  like  leaves  turned  sear, 

In  the  wint'ry  rushing  breeze — 
As  great  as  the  loneliness  of  these 

Is  that  in  my  heart — thou  art  not  here. 
Sunlight  dancing  upon  the  leaves 

And  the  gold  of  the  sun  through  a  cloud, 
Great  joy  in  my  heart  as  it  beats  aloud 

With  the  knowledge  that  thou  art  near. 

E.  H.  T.  '16. 


IMPRESSIONS 


Progress  Their  rooms  had  been  furnished 
Everybody  in  Lincoln  is  re-  with  Pieces  bought  at  various 
decorating.  Lincoln  in  a  city  of  times>  and  registered  their  hus- 
the  size  where  one  speaks  of  one's  bands'  successive  rises  in  the 
friends  as  everybody  and  sees  worl(L  The  decorator  moved  to 
them  at  least  once  a  day.  It  is  Lmcoln  permanently;  no  dinner 
consequently  difficult  to  have  a  Pari7  was  complete  without  him. 
secret,  and  besides  the  decorator  He  was  tbe  confidant  of  each 
is  a  talkative  man.  He  came  from  woman  in  turn  and  consoled  the 
Chicago  with  Jacobean  furniture  last  b^  comparing  her  case  to  the 
and  alabaster  vases,  and  the  firm  first  He  announced  his  engage- 
conviction  that  rugs  must  go.  ment  to  a  widow  lonS  famous  for 
After  he  had  furnished  a  new  her  Sood  sense  in  refusing  all  of- 
house  that  had  been  opportunely  fers  and  her  skiU  at  bridSe-  Sne 
built,  Lincoln  women  realized  that  has  resigned  from  her  bridge 
their  living  rooms  would  not  do.  clubs>  but  the  colors  of  her  clothes 
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are  the  gossip  of  the  town.  Within 
a  year,  the  decorator  has  become 
as  necessaiw  to  the  community  as 
the  dry-goods'  merchant.  His 
fame  no  doubt  will  pass  like  that 
of  the  dancing  teacher  whom  no- 
body could  live  without  the  year 
everybody  was  learning  to  tango. 
But  the  Jacobean  furniture  and 
the  plain  carpets  will  remain. 
M.  K.  H.,  '16. 


Appreciation 
The  long  bridge  sounded  to  the 
mare's  slow  hoofs,  shaking  down 


particles  of  rust  and  dirt  that 
ringed  the  smooth  green  water. 
Over  a  red  embankment  still  glow- 
ing with  the  after-light  of  sunset, 
the  harvest  moon,  like  a  great 
trembling  candle,  rose  in  the 
clear,  cool  sky.  A  breeze,  the 
merest  breath,  shattered  the  moon 
path  to  broad  white  flakes  that 
seemed  to  float  in  toward  the 
reedy  shore.  The  mare  stretched 
out  her  neck  with  a  long  snuffle — 
not  for  the  turquoise  evening,  but 
for  the  warm  strawed  stall  await- 
ing her. 

J.  K.  G.,  '17. 


DULCI  FISTULA 

TO  AN  ACQUAINTANCE 

I  hope  that  you  will  like  me — 

Not  too  much. 

I  hope  that  I  shall  know  you — 

Not  too  well. 

Your  charm  might  vanish 

At  the  lightest  touch. 

I   would  not  learn  the  secret 

Of  your  spell. 


1  hope  thai  I  shall  see  you — 

Xol   loo  soon. 

I  hope  thai  yon  will  stay 

A    little   while. 

For  would  your  presence  be 

So  much  a  boon, 

If  I  should  know  the  reason 

For  pour  smile? 
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Garments  for  Misses  and  Young  Women 


Style  Models  that  possess  the  natty  lines 
that    especially  appeal    to  young  folks 

SPORT  SUITS  and  NORFOLK 
$30      $35      $40 


The  drafting  of  every  gar- 
ment is  under  the  direct 
supervision  of  Mr.  Victor 


BENJ.  S.  VICTOR  CO. 

1115  WALNUT  STREET 


OlRBIDIAfUUsgB 

18  easi48"  Stb  bet 
Dbu^obbGit^ 

SfreeifttPmeEsr  ros  College  Qrmi& 


|0Xget19of6  Lombard  Blouses 

IS  NOW  READY 

Latest  Models  in  Middy  Suits 

Skirts  :  Spring  Coats 

Outing  Hats  :  Storm  Coats 

Bloomers,  etc. 

A  copy  of  this  booklet  sent  upon  request 

HENRY  S.  LOMBARD 

22-26   MERCHANTS'  ROW,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 
LADLES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 


EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 


First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 


Special  Prices  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  sport  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

J618-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 

PHILADELPHIA 
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GEORGE  ALLEN 

Incorporated 

-CHESTNUT  STREET - 
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IMPORTER 

TRIMMED  HATS    :    FLOWERS 

RIBBONS        :       LACES        :        VEILINGS 

SILKS    :    VELVETS   :   HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 


Bell  Phone,  Gtn.  1480-01 


Open  Evenings 


JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 
1872 — Caterer — ™™ 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 


Estimates  carefully  given      ::     First-class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — Accommodates  100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 
leges, Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 
and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL   :  SHEEP   :  LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED    BEEF  ROOM    always  open   (or   impaction 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  941 


Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,  N.  Y. 


CAPS,  GOWNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  College! 
and    Universities 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULTS 

Etery  Banking  Facility 

A.  A  HIRST,  Pre.ident  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES.  Treasurer 

P.  A  HART,  Truat  Officer 

E.M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 
Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa.         Ardmore,  Pa. 


JOHN  J.    McDEVITT 


PRINTING 


Programs 
BUI  Heads 


Tickets  Announcements 

Letter  Heads        Booklets,  etc. 

91S  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR.  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.         All  Kinds  of 
Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 
Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN  MOORE 


Bulletins,  etc. ,  upon  request 

Cnrrtipondtntt  SolltlltJ 

Rich  Govv  n ,  for  Faculties,  Pulpit  and  Bench 
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ARTS    AND    CRAFTS   GUILD 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsic 
value  but  individuality. 
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Pennock  Brothers 

1514  Chestnut  Street 


THE  HOOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  CHESTNUT  STREET 

Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  building 
SECOND— ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 

CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 


DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY        SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK.  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 
"B" 


"COLUMBIA' 

Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTER3 


GYMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 

Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL  MAKERS 

301  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept.  "B"  for  catalogue 


MARTHA  WASHINGTON 


29  East  29th  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just   off   Fifth   Avenue. 
The    Famous    Hotel    for   Women. 

Rates  $1.50  per  day  and  up. 
For  parties  of  5  or  more  a 
large  room  at  SI  per  day  per 
person.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cants,  dinner  50  cents.  Spe- 
cial rate3  for  long  periods. 
Comfort,  convenience  and 
PROTECTION,  all  important 
to  the  woman  traveler  in 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
Martha  Washington  In  their  highest  degree. 
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'HILE  we  show  at  all 
times  a  large  and  care- 
fully selected  stock  of 
high-grade  FURNITURE,  it 
is  at  this  time  we  are  able  to 
call  attention  to  an  unusually 
complete  and  fine  display  of 
the  newest  and  best  made 
furniture. 

Gifts  and  novelties  for  the 
Holiday  season. 

Karcher  and  Rehn  Company 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 


Theatrical  and  Historical  Costsimers 

10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 


Delicious  Chocolates  and  Caramels 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a   box  of  SAUTTER'S, 

1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


BELL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


S.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 
1833  Spruce  Street 


Furrier 


Habit  Making  A  Specialty 

Pl*aa«  m«ntloii  "TIPYN  O' 


INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists'  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  injuries  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    L?    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING,  PHILADELPHIA 

A.   POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :   Printing   :   Engraving 

PERSONAL  CARDS  AND  SOCIETY 
ENGRAVING.  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN    THE    HEART   OF   PHILADELPHIA 


THINGS  out  of  the  ORDINARY 


13th  above  Walnut,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
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The     Love  Bird"  Set 

ONE   OF   THE    ATTRACTIVE    FEATURES    IN    THE    SPRING    LINE   OF 


EMBROIDERY    PACKAGE    OUTFITS 


531 — Scarf  and  Pin  Cushion,  75c.        532— Pillow,  50c.        533 — Laundry  Bag,  75c. 
18  x45-in.  Scarf.    4}  x  10-in.  Cushion 


634 — Centerpiece,  50c. 
24-inch 


535— Work  Bag,  50e.        536 — Card  Table  Cover,  85c. 
Made  Up  Made  Up 


"Love  birds  and  font  of  flowers  in  legend's  ancient  lore. 
Brought  friendship,  plenty,  happiness,  a  tapping  at  the  door." 

This  handsome  "Love  Bird"  Set  is  one  more  charming  example  of  the  originality  and  distinctive  quality 
that  have  made  ROYAL  SOCIETY  Package  Outfits  supreme.  An  idea  of  the  beauty  and  daintiness 
of  the  decorative  motif  that  follows  through  these  useful  pieces  of  needlework  may  be  gained  from  the 
accompanying  photographic  illustrations. 

Though  artistic  to  the  highest  degree,  any  item  in  the  "Love  Bird"  Set  may  be  perfectly  executed  by 
even  an  inexperienced  needleworker,  for  each  package  contains  the  necessary  materials,  sufficient  ROYAL 
SOCIETY  Floss  to  complete  the  embroidery,  full  directions  and  chart  of  stitches.  They  are  stamped 
and  tinted  in  natural  colors  on  "White  Needleweave,"  a  new  and  durable  material  especially  woven  for 
embroidery  purposes. 

SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  ROYAL  SOCIETY  CIRCULAR 
SHOWING  THE  COMPLETE  SPRING  LINE  OF  PACKAGE  OUTFITS 

YOUR  DEALER  has  in  stock  or  can  procure  for  you  any  Royal  Society  article,  including  Embroidery 
Floss  in  pure  white  and  fast  colors;  Celesta  Twist  the  washable  artificial  Silk;  Cordichet,  The  Perfect 
Crochet  Cotton;   Embroidery  and  Cordichet  Package  Outfits;   Crochet  Cottons,  etc. 

H.  E.  VERRAN   CO.,  incorporated,  UNION  SQUARE  WEST,  NEW   YORK 
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Shut  Your  Eyes  and  Choose. 

"Zaire!"  exclaims  the  eminent  French  chef,  as  he  proudly  exhibits 
his  splendid  Cherry  Jell-O  dessert,  "can  anybody  beat  zat?" 

"Well,    perhaps    not    'beat   it,'"  the   lovely    young   housewife   says, 
demurely,  "but  what  do  you  say  to  this?" 

What  is  there  to  say  ?    Fact  is,  any  woman,  whether 
she  can  cook  at  all  or  not,  can  make  of 


Jell-0 


the  same  delicious  and  beautiful  desserts  that  are  made  by  the 
greatest  chefs  and  cooks,  for  she  doesn't  cook  it,  but  only  adds 
boiling  water. 

And  the  cost  is  only  10  cents. 

Jell-O  is  really  a  very  wonderful  product  and  many  women 
will  tell  you  that  they  are  fascinated  by  the  charm  of  the  "easy 
Jell-O  way." 

There  are  seven  different  pure  fruit  flavors  of  Jell-O  :  Straw- 
berry, Raspberry,  Lemon,  Orange,  Cherry,  Peach,  Chocolate.  Each, 
in  a  package  by  itself,  10  cents  at  any  grocer's  or  general  store. 

A  beautiful  new  Jell-O  book  tellM  of  a  young  bride's  house- 
keeping experiences.  It  ha»  splendid  pictures  In  colors  and 
will  Interest  every  woman.  It  will  be  sent  to  you  tree  il  you 
will    send   us  your   name  and  address. 

THE  GENESEE  PURE  FOOD  CO.,  Lc  Roy.  N.  Y.,  and  Bridgeburg.  Ont. 

A    tightly    sealed    waxed    paper   bag,   proof  against    moisture  and 

air.  enclosei  the  fell  0  in  each  package. 


Thi*  ia  the  package 


COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS   :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND  DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 

Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

Diamond  Merchants.  Jewelers 

SILVERSMITHS,   HERALD1STS.  STATIONERS 

CHESTNUT  STREET  :  PHILADELPHIA 


The  Newest 

of  the 

New  Boots 

are  here,  in  almost 
endless  variety! 


SfeigenVd/t,  J  420  Chestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 


BRYN  MAWR 
HARDWARE  COMPANY 

Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


HANAN&SON 

Men's  and  Women's 

FINE   SHOES 

1318  Chestnut  Street 


N.  J.  LYONS 
BICYCLES  and  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEALS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307- W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 

ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PLANTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 


henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 


FLORIST 


FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "Madk  in  Roskmont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 

WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 

DEALER  IN 

Choice  Recleaned   Oats,     Flour,   Feed,    Baled   Hay    and 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc..   Hardware,  Paints,  Oils,  etc 

BRYN  MAWR 


FRANK  J.  FLOYD 

MEN'S,  WOMEN'S  and  CHILDREN'S 
OUTFITTER 

DRY  GOODS   and  NOTION} 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA.    . 
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EDITORIAL 

This  morning  as  we  hurried  across  the  cold  sweep  in  front  of  Eockefeller 
arch,  shivering  in  our  winter  coat,  we  saw  three  robins,  and  they  were  plump, 
assured  robins.  We  had  heard  of  bluebirds — there  would  be  spring  then. 
This  sudden  warm  belief  made  us  hopefully  reconsider  other  disallusion- 
ments.  Take  the  Masefield  competitions.  We  had  been  surprised  and 
touched  that  Mr.  Masefield  should  be  willing  to  read  and  judge  our  work 
himself;  we  were  disappointed  and  regretful  at  the  falling  through  of  his 
pleasant  scheme.  But  we  had  had  the  fun  of  trying  to  see  our  undergraduate 
effusions  through  his  eyes,  of  writing  the  masterpieces  that  he  did  not  see. 
And  perhaps  some  day  he  would  come  back.  The  senior  play — even  that 
offered  optimistic  possibilities.  However  well  the  performance  turns  out, 
one  can  always  say  lightly,  "Oh,  yes,  very  bad  of  course !  But  you  know  we 
had  to  change  our  play  at  the  last  minute."  The  implication  is  of  the  per- 
flation there  would  have  been.  If  the  Students'  Building  seems  likely  to 
into  the  limbo  of  unattainable  ideals,  wo  still  pluck  up  hope.  For 
have  we  not  hot  tea  and  prompt  service  at  Ihc  Tea  House?  And  did  not 
that  also  once  Beem  Utopian  ?  Do  the  editors  sigh  for  lost  causes  that  their 
eloquence  may  charge  windmills?  We  write  upon  optimism  and  pin  our 
faith  upon  robins. 


TIPYN   O'    BOB 


RONDEL 

I  have  escaped  the  bondage  of  your  kiss, 
And  put  aside  your  claim  upon  my  mind; 
You  who  found  love  not  cruel  but  too  kind, 

May  half  regret  the  past  you  hardly  miss. 

You  did  not  feel  the  menace  in  the  bliss, 
Nor  do  you  know — as  I — how  joys  can  bind ; 

I  have  escaped  the  bondage  of  your  kiss, 
And  put  aside  jout  claim  upon  my  mind. 

Wiser  than  you,  quite  coldly  I  dismiss 

The  painful  joys  that  passion  had  designed 
To  make  you  an  unwilling  slave.    I  find 
I  hold  you,  after  all,  too  dear  for  this : 
I  have  escaped  the  bondage  of  your  kiss, 
And  put  aside  your  claim  upon  my  mind. 


OH,  LEONARD! 


"Luck's  a  jolly  companion,  boys, 
I  tell  you.  When  you're  in  a  scrape 
there's  nothing  like  her.  But  season 
her  with  a  bit  of  spunk  and  half  an 
inch  of  brains  and  you've  got  the 
combination.  Want  to  hear  a 
story  ?" 

The  speaker  was  seated  on  a  bar- 
rel in  a  country  store.  He  was  past 
middle  age,  and  had  the  interesting 
face  of  a  man  who  has  travelled  far, 
and  has  travelled  with  open  eyes.  A 
half  dozen  of  the  village  youth,  from 
gawky  sixteen  to  slim  twenty, 
lounged  against  the  counter.  Each 
answered  the  question  by  an  abrupt 
cessation  of  noisy  gossip  and  a 
straightening  movement  of  interest. 

"I  was  thinking  of  the  time  I  was 


building  bridges  in  Africa,"  began 
the  man.  "There  were  about  a  dozen 
of  us,  all  from  the  States.  We'd  been 
camped  by  the  river  near  a  month. 
We  were  deuced  tired  of  the  dirty 
little  hovels  and  poor  grub,  so  you 
see  it  was  only  natural  that  we  held  a 
celebration  the  night  after  we  fin- 
ished the  bridge.  It  was  two  in  the 
morning  before  one  of  us  thought 
of  bed.  But  you  can't  keep  cele- 
brating forever,  and  somewhere 
about  two  I  hauled  away  Joe  Todd, 
who  was  sharing  a  three-roomed 
shanty  with  me,  and  tumbled  off  to 
sleep. 

It  was  six  in  the  morning  when 
Joe  came  in  and  gave  me  a  shake. 

"Hey,  get  up,  you  old  toper,"  said 


oh,  Leonard! 


he,  pulling  my  ear  affectionate  like, 
"maybe  you  think  time's  took  a 
rest." 

I  yawned,  gave  myself  a  heavenly 
stretch,  then  took  a  look  at  Joe.  He 
was  still  standing  by  my  bed,  which 
struck  me  as  peculiar  to  begin  with ; 
and  then  I  didn't  like  the  expectant 
way  he  was  looking  at  me. 

"What's  a  matter?"  I  asked. 

"Aw,  nothin',"  said  he,  starting 
away,  and  then,  just  as  he  was  going 
out,  he  turned  and  said: 

"Oh,  I  say,  what  about  that  lion  ?" 

"Lion!"  said  I,  sitting  up  in  bed 
and  staring  at  him,  for  I  thought  he 
was  clean  gone  of  his  senses,  "what 
lion  ?" 

"Why,"  said  he,  "the  lion  you 
said  you  were  going  to  get.  Last 
night,  down  with  the  boys,  you  said 
you  could  bring  home  a  lion  single- 
handed,  and,  when  the  boys  looked 
skeptical  you  got  hot  and  said  you 
were  going  to  bring  him  home  before 
seven  to-night." 

"The  devil  I  did!"  said  I,  trying 
not  to  look  alarmed.  "Well,  and  if 
I  said  I'd  do  it,  I  will,"  for  I  saw 
him  smiling  at  the  mouth  corners 
and  I  wasn't  going  to  have  him  think 
I  was  afraid.  Of  course,  I  knew  I 
must  have  done  a  bit  too  much  cele- 
brating, but  once  1  say  I'm  going  to 
do  a  thing,  I'm  not  to  be  scared  off, 
or  out,  and  if  I  say  I'm  go- 
ing to  bring  homo  a  lion  the  next 
.vhy  you  can.  lay  your  lasl   plug 


of  tobacco  on  it  I'll  not  show  the 
white  feather. 

"Humph,"  said  I,  pulling  on  my 
boots,  "and  did  I  make  any  specifi- 
cations as  to  how  he  was  to  be  got? 
Do  I  drag  him  home  dead,  or  is  he 
to  follow  at  my  heels  like  my  own 
pet  spaniel?" 

"Now,"  said  Joe,  "that's  your  af- 
fair; we're  only  looking  for  some- 
thing interesting  'bout  seven  this 
evening,"  and  he  disappeared 
through  the  door,  leaving  me  to  med- 
itate. 

"Well,"  thought  I,  as  I  wriggled 
into  my  shirt,  "the  sooner  I  get 
started  the  better,"  and  I  went  out  to 
see  if  I  could  find  a  scrap  of  food 
before  setting  out. 

"0,  Janoo,  "I  called  out,  "see  that 
my  gun  is  in  order  and  fetch  it  to 
me,"  and  Janoo,  the  big  black  native, 
bowed  to  the  ground  and  stalked  off, 
dignified.  I  hustled  round  and 
fished  from  a  box  a  long  rope,  which 
I  wound  carefully  round  my  waist.  I 
stuck  a  knife  in  my  belt  and  then 
went  off  to  look  for  Janoo.  I  met 
him  at  the  door.  He'd  got  my  gun 
beautiful  and  shiny  and  he  presented 
it  to  me  as  solemn  as  if  he'd  been 
giving  away  his  only  daughter  in 
marriage. 

"Thank  you,  Janoo,"  said  I,  and 
as  I  noticed  Joe  watching,  I  waved 
hi  in  a  jaunty  good-bye.  I  hadn't  any 
definite  plans  and  was  counting  on 
luck   io  throw  me  ;i,  lino.      I'd   hoard 
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the  lions  roaring  along  the  river, 
man}'  a  night,  so  I  started  off  down 
the  shore.  It  was  rocky,  with  caves 
and  jagged  cliffs;  here  and  there  was 
a  patch  of  bushes,  thick  as  bristles 
on  a  brush.  I  slipped  along  as  quiet 
as  a  fly  on  the  ceiling  'till,  after  a 
while,  I  came  to  a  place,  about  five 
miles  from  the  village,  where  there 
were  fresh  lion  tracks.  There  I  set- 
tled down  behind  some  rocks  and 
bushes  to  wait.  There  was  a  good- 
sized  tree,  just  in  front  of  me,  which 
promised  to  serve  both  as  shield  and 
gun-steady.  Off  to  one  side  was  a 
cave.  It  wasn't  much  of  a  cave, 
hardly  big  enough  to  let  in  a  man, 
but  I  remembered  that  inside  it 
opened  into  a  good-sized  room.  I 
passed  an  exciting  night  in  it  a 
couple  of  years  before,  when — but 
that's  beside  the  story. 

It  was  two  or  three  hours  that  I 
lay  motionless  in  my  hiding  place. 
The  sun  was  filtering  thro'  the  leaves 
and  heating  the  rocks  till  they  siz- 
zled. My  head  was  baked  and  I 
swore  to  myself. 

"You  dumb  idiot,"  thought  I,  "do 
you  suppose  the  lions  are  going  to 
come  down  here  in  the  daytime? 
They're  all  up  in  the  hills,  in  bed, 
as  well  behaved  lions  should  be,  and 
not  keeping  late  hours." 

I  was  disgusted  and  sick  of  the 
whole  affair  when  I  heard  a  faint 
crackling  in  the  bushes,  and  there, 
not  twenty  yards  away,  was  the  big- 
gest of  big  lions.     !My  heart  nearly 


turned  over  and  I  seized  my  gun.  I 
was  as  excited  as  a  girl  at  her  first 
party;  for  I  hadn't  ever  shot  a  lion. 
Besides,  I  saw  that  the  lion  had 
sighted  me  and  wasn't  looking  a  bit 
pleased.  I  had  him  beaded  and  then 
suddenly  I  heard  a  rustling  above  my 
head  and  saw  something  slipping 
down  the  tree  trunk  and  there,  not 
twelve  inches  from  my  face,  a  snake 
stuck  out  his  glossy  head.  The  thing 
gave  me  a  dreadful  start,  so  that  I 
dropped  my  gun  and  it  slid  down 
the  rocks  with  an  awful  clatter.  The 
snake  and  the  lion  and  me  were  all 
surprised  into  immobility.  Then  I 
saw  the  lion  lick  his  lips  sort  of  satis- 
fied-like and  take  a  step  towards  me. 
The  gun  had  slid  right  to  his  feet 
and  I  saw  there  wasn't  much  chance 
of  my  bringing  home  a  lion  that 
night;  more  like  the  lion  would  take 
me  home. 

"Darn  3tou!"  thought  I,  looking 
at  the  snake,  which  was  still  wrapped 
round  the  tree,  "things  were  going 
smooth  as  oil  till  you  came,  and  now 
see  where  we  are !  You  got  me  into 
this  mess  and  it's  up  to  you  to  get  me 
out  of  it.  If  I  could  only  get  into 
the  cave !"  But  I  knew  that  as  soon 
as  I'd  make  a  move  the  lion  would 
be  on  me.  I  couldn't  see  just  why  he 
hadn't  already  leaped,  except  that  he 
seemed  to  be  enjoying  the  situation. 
I  guess  he  was  prolonging  it  to  get 
the  full  joy  of  anticipation. 

"0,  you  needn't  smile  so  superior," 
thought    I,    looking    at    him,    "you 


oh,  Leonard! 


haven't    got    me    yet,    and    maybe 
you're  not  going  to  get  me." 

With  that  I  had  a  brilliant  idea. 
I  seized  the  snake  real  sudden  and 
threw  it  at  the  lion.  Naturally,  the 
snake  was  peeved  at  this  rough  hand- 
ling— he  hit  the  lion  just  on  the  nose, 
and  took  hold  firmly.  The  lion  let 
out  an  awful  roar,  and  I'm  afraid  ho 
didn't  treat  the  snake  a  bit  gently; 
but  I  didn't  wait  to  see.  I  made  one 
dash  for  the  cave  and  wriggled  in. 
As  I  pulled  in  my  foot  the  lion  struck 
at  and  just  missed  my  heel.  I  cast 
myself  into  the  farthest  corner  and 
the  next  moment  was  nearly  deaf- 
ened by  a  terrible  roar — the  lion  had 
his  head  and  front  paws  into  the 
opening,  but  couldn't  get  any  fur- 
ther. 

"Now,  Leonard,"  said  I,  bowing 
to  him,  "you  really  don't  mean  to 
say  so;  and,  believe  me,  I  can  hear 
quite  easily  without  your  making 
such  a  noise  about  it.  Besides  no 
amount  of  persuasion  will  bring  me 
out." 

It  didn't  seem  to  soothe  him,  my 
talking  to  him;  he  kept  on  roaring 
till  the  air  was  so  thick  with  noise 
you  couldn't  see.  When  I  found  I 
couldn't  calm  him  by  talking  I  sat 
down  to  wait  until  he'd  roared  him- 
self out.  By  and  by  he  stopped  and 
drew  out  of  the  cave  to  consider. 

<,w."  said  I  to  myself,  "you've 
got  t.'>  tli ink  ho w  to  get  yourself  out 
of  here."  The  lion,  I  reckon,  was 
pondering  the  same  question.    Then 


I  had  a  thought.  I  looked  out.  The 
lion  was  sitting  with  his  back  to  me. 
I  smiled  to  myself  and  began  to  un- 
wind the  rope  from  my  waist.  Cau- 
tiously I  slipped  one  end  round  a 
root  which  I  found  at  the  back  of 
the  cave  and  then,  swift  and  silent 
as  a  fish,  I  moved  to  the  front  of  the 
cave  and  fastened  a  great  noose  over 
the  opening;  then  I  jumped  back 
and  let  out  a  yell.  The  lion  flung 
himself  into  the  cave  mouth  as  I  had 
expected.  When  he  was  as  far  in  as 
he  could  get,  I  pulled  the  noose,  and 
there  I  had  him,  his  front  paws  tight 
bound  to  his  head. 

I  grinned  all  over.  Couldn't  catch 
a  lion,  eh  ?  Why,  I  didn't  even  need 
a  gun. 

My  jubilation  cooled  suddenly 
when  I  thought  of  returning  home. 
I  was  still  in  the  cave  with  no  means 
of  escape.  I  had  trapped  my  lion, 
but  equally  he  had  trapped  me — each 
was  held  by  the  other.  I  sat  down; 
the  case  appeared  pretty  hopeless, 
when  I  noticed  that  my  friend  the 
snake  was  with  me  again — maybe  it 
wasn't  the  same  snake,  but  he  looked 
the  same. 

"Well,"  said  I,  "and  how  did  you 
get  in?"  And  I  jumped  up,  as  he 
seemed  to  be  making  for  me.  Maybe 
he  hadn't  seen  me — it  was  pretty 
dark,  anyway,  when  I  rose,  he 
-lopped,  then  made  off  to  one  corner 
;is  fast  as  his  wiggles  could  carry 
him.  Next  minute  he'd  gone  out  a 
hole  in  the  side. 
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"Humph/5  said  I,  "so  you've  got  a 
back  door;  well,  at  that  rate  I  don't 
see  why  I  shouldn't  have  one,  too." 

The  hole  he'd  gone  out  wasn't  the 
size  of  a  rat  hole,  but  I  could  see 
light  at  the  other  end  and  that  was 
encouraging.  I  pulled  out  my  knife 
and  started  to  dig.  The  lion  was 
raising  a  terrible  rumpus ;  but  I  left 
him  to  entertain  himself  while  I  con- 
tinued my  job.  It  was  pretty  hard 
work ;  there  was  a  big  root  that  went 
across  the  top,  just  where  I  was 
working,  and  above  that  it  looked 
like  nothing  but  rock.  I  worked  an 
hour  and  had  only  got  through  the 
root.  I  decided  I'd  have  to  cut 
away  a  whole  section  of  it  and  had 
pretty  near  finished  the  second  cut 
when  I  noticed  the  root  was  bending. 
I  jumped  back  just  in  time.  The 
root  must  have  been  holding  up  the 
whole  cave  roof;  anyway,  there  was 
an  awful  crash  of  falling  rocks  and 
the  next  minute  I  saw  blue  sky 
through  a  big  hole  in  the  top. 

"That  was  better  than  a  steam 
shovel,"  I  thought  as  I  crawled 
through  the  opening. 

First  thing  I  did  was  to  recover 
my  gun  from  the  rocks  where  it  had 
been  lying  while  me  and  the  lion  had 
been  discoursing — I  always  feel  hap- 
pier in  its  company.  Next,  I  began 
to  wonder  how  I  was  going  to  get  my 
lion  home.  I  had  made  up  my  mind 
to  take  him  alive  and  I  couldn't  see 
my  way  to  it.  Then  I  remembered 
how,  at  home,  on  the  farm,  back  here 


in  the  States,  we  used  to  truss  up 
horses  and  cattle  so's  they  couldn't 
jump  fences  or  kick  and  I  thought: 
"Why  can't  I  extend  the  plan  to  my 
friend  here?"  Thereupon  I  hunted 
round  for  some  suitable  sized  sticks 
and  started  to  do  up  his  hind  feet 
proper.  When  I'd  fixed  them,  I  went 
into  the  cave  again.  There  his  head 
caused  me  some  extra  trouble,  but  I 
finally  finished  the  shackling.  He 
was  a  pretty  sight,  and  I  told  him 
so ;  but  he  didn't  look  flattered. 

"Maybe  he  doesn't  like  me," 
thought  I,  "in  which  case  it  mightn't 
be  a  bad  notion  to  show  him  where 
his  best  interests  lie ;  else  he  mightn't 
want  to  come  home  with  me." 

At  that  I  fished  out  of  my  pocket 
an  old  key  ring  on  which  I  used  to 
carry  my  penknife  and  a  few  other 
things. 

"Now,  Leonard,"  said  I,  "don't  be 
alarmed ;  I'm  only  going  to  give  you 
a  little  jewelry." 

I'd  rung  the  nose  of  many  a  bull 
back  in  the  States,  but  I  must  say 
ringing  lion  noses  was  a  bit  new. 
But  all  noses  are  a  lot  alike;  it 
wasn't  really  so  different.  Well,  at 
last  I  undid  the  rope  from  the  root. 
I  confess  I  was  somewhat  alarmed 
for  the  result  and  I  wasn't  going  to 
leave  my  cave  till  I'd  seen  how  the 
lion  behaved.  It  took  him  some 
minutes  to  get  himself  out,  then  I 
found  my  hopes  justified — he  could 
do  nothing  but  follow  my  lead. 

It  was   a   long   and    troublesome 
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journey  home,  but  just  as  the  sun 
was  setting,  on  the  point  of  seven 
o'clock,  I  drew  into  the  village.  Five 
minutes  more  and  I  was  before  my 
own  shanty. 


aO,  Joe!"  I  sang  out,  "tell  the 
boys  to  come  and  see  my  new  pet 
spaniel." 

C.  C,  '16. 


BOOK  REVIEW 


"The  Crimes  of  England."  By  Gil- 
bert K.  Chesterton,  1916.  John 
Lane  Company. 

This  is  the  second  book  which  Mr. 
Chesterton  has  written  on  the  war. 
There  is  nothing  unusual  in  this 
circumstance,  taken  alone;  but  Mr. 
Chesterton's  case  is  remarkable  in 
that  his  second  book  does  not  qualify 
or  contradict  his  first  one.  "The 
Appetite  of  Tyranny"  might  have 
been  called  an  immediate  defense  of 
England  in  the  situation  of  1914,  a 
sort  of  hie  et  nunc  reply  to  those  who 
suspected  that  it  was  motives  of  self- 
interest  which  arrayed  England  with 
Belgium  and  the  Allies.  "You  can't 
blame  a  man  for  being  honest,  even 
if  honesty  is  the  best  policy"  is  a 
quotation,  unforgetable  in  itself  and 
giving  exactly  the  main  tenor  of 
these  earlier  essays.  With  his  usual 
mixture  of  earnestness  and  brilliant 
impatience,  their  author  begged  his 
readers  to  confine  themselves  to  the 
situation  in  hand,  contending  that 
its  moral  ramifications  were,  after 
all,  very  simple;  that  one  side  was 
right  and  the  other  was  wrong,  and 
that  it  was   unfair  and   perverse  to 


raise  eyebrows  over  the  possible  mo- 
tives of  England  in  identifying  her- 
self with  the  former  by  sticking  by 
her  contract. 

"The  Crimes  of  England"  is  also 
— as  old  Chestertonians  will  guess 
from  its  title — a  defense  of  its  au- 
thor's country  in  the  present  crisis; 
but  a  defense  of  a  curious  sort.  Mr. 
Chesterton  believes  that  England  is 
fighting  primarily  not  against  a  fam- 
ily or  a  country,  but  against  a  phil- 
osophy which  he  considers  detestable 
and  alien  to  the  common  conscience 
of  Europe.  He  searches  history  for 
manifestations  of  this  philosophy, 
and  finds  them — in  the  past  history 
of  his  own  country.  Englishmen  in 
particular,  he  says,  have  reason  to 
hate  and  fear  the  influence  they  are 
at  present  opposing  with  arms;  for 
they,  in  particular,  know  how  it 
works.  Imported  into  England  cen- 
turies ago  by  the  despotic  oligarchy 
who  found  this  type  of  belief  a  con- 
genial support  for  their  own  exist- 
ence, it  has  been  fostered  by  them 
ever  since  with  devastating  effects 
on  economics  and  morals.  Under 
this  influence,  he  continues,  it  was 
England  which   "took  part  in  pre- 
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venting  Europe  from  putting  a  term 
to  the  impious  piracies  of  Frederick 
the  Great";  which  "allowed  the 
triumph  over  Napoleon  to  be  soiled 
in  the  mire  and  blood  of  Blucher's 
sullen  savages";  which  "allowed  the 
peaceful  King  of  Denmark  to  be 
robbed  in  broad  daylight  by  a  brig- 
and named  Bismarck";  which  "al- 
lowed the  Prussian  swashbucklers  to 
enslave  and  silence  the  French  prov- 
inces which  they  could  neither  govern 
nor  persuade;"  and  which,  on  the 
very  threshold  of  the  present, 
"praised  the  soulless  Prussian  educa- 
tion and  copied  the  soulless  Prussian 
laws." 

It  is  this  conviction  that  his  coun- 
try has  finally  broken  with  a  tradi- 
tion very  powerful  in  her  past,  which 
gives  the  war  its  special  and  dramatic 
significance  to  Mr.  Chesterton.  And, 
as  he  believes  that  in  her  present  op- 
position to  this  sinister  philosophy, 
England  is  represented  not  by  her 
oligarchy  but  by  her  people,  he  sees 
in  that  fact  the  reassertion  of  doc- 
trines long  despaired  of  and  the  final 
dissipation  from  his  country  of  the 
nightmare  of  Prussianism. 

"But  England  was  saved  by  a  for- 
gotten thing — the  English.  Simple 
men  with  simple  motives,  the  chief 
one  hate  of  injustice  which  grows 
simpler  the  longer  we  stare  at  it, 
came  out  of  their  dreary  tenements 
and  their  tidy  shops,  their  fields  and 
their  suburbs  and  their  factories  and 
their  rookeries,  and  asked  for  the 
arms  of  men." 


It  is  no  new  thing  that  Mr.  Ches- 
terton has  a  clean-cut  thesis,  and  no 
new  prophecy  that  many  can  be 
counted  on  to  quarrel  with  it.  In- 
deed, even  those  who  agree  with  him 
in  the  main  may  feel  that  he  has 
made  an  artificially  complete  case 
against  what  he  believes  to  be  the 
Prussian  mode  of  thought.  The 
Irish  oppression,  for  example,  con- 
tinues to  appear  to  even  a  reader  of 
the  "The  Crimes  of  England"  as  a 
sin  for  which  credit  must  be  given  to 
English,  not  to  German,  "philoso- 
phy." 

But  the  book  is  full  of  sharp  writ- 
ing and  good  things.  To  anyone  who 
has  studied  Mr.  Chesterton's  opin- 
ions, his  passionately  earnest  support 
of  England  in  this  war,  must  be  full 
of  meaning. 

"I  have  passed  the  great  part -of 
my  life  in  criticising  and  condemn- 
ing the  existing  rulers  and  institu- 
tions of  my  country,"  he  says ;  "I 
think  it  infinitely  the  most  patriotic 
thing  a  man  can  do.  I  have  no  illu- 
sions about  either  our  past  or  our 
present.  I  think  our  whole  history 
in  Ireland  has  been  a  vulgar  and 
ignorant  hatred  of  the  crucifix,  ex- 
pressed by  a  crucifixion.  I  think  the 
South  African  war  was  a  dirty  work 
which  we  did  under  the  whips  of 
money-lenders.  I  think  Mitchels- 
town  was  a  disgrace;  I  think  Den- 
shawi  was  a  deviltry." 

He  has  the  right  to  say  these 
things.  Perhaps  the  most  "popular" 
journalist  of  his  day  in  one  meaning 
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of  the  term,  he  has,  nevertheless, 
steadily  upheld  its  most  unpopular 
views.  To  drift  with  the  tide,  or  to 
swim  with  it  for  the  sake  of  making 
swimming  easier,  seems  constitution- 
ally impossible  to  him.  He  has  never 
praised  England  because  it  was  the 
fashion  to  do  so.    He,  pre-eminently, 


has  the  right  to  be  considered  abso- 
lutely sincere;  and  his  defense  of 
England  has,  therefore,  the  authority 
of  a  sincere  man  who  not  only  en- 
chants his  admirers,  but  has  always 
distressed  his  critics  by  the  extent 
to  which  he  does  his  own  thinking. 
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The  Seven  Forty-Five 

The  train  rocked  giddily,  straining 
and  creaking,  and  the  women's 
plumes  nodded  in  the  nickering 
light.  A  cold  draught  sucking  along 
the  floor  chilled  my  ankles,  so  that 
I  shivered  and  pitied  the  sprawling 
bare  legs  of  the  baby  across  the  aisle. 
It  was  a  fat  baby,  asleep  and  clutched 
uncomfortably  in  the  arms  of  a 
drowsy  mother,  and  the  vibration 
jiggled  its  rosy  cheeks.  Farther  for- 
ward sat  a  woman  with  a  flat  velvet 
hat,  and  a  man,  who  had  managed  to 
prop  his  knees  against  the  seat  in 
front;  both  were  reading  absorbedly, 
and  both  were  chewing,  rhythmic- 
ally, to  the  beat  of  the  engine.  The 
weariness  of  vacation's  end  possessed 
me,  and  I  stared  abstractedly  out  the 
dark  window.  Behind  the  flashing 
telegraph  poles  loomed  shadowy 
masses  that  were  houses — places 
where  children  were  in  bed  and 
women  were  trashing  up  the  supper 
dishes.  Somewhere  ahead,  in  the 
blackness,  a  bouse  was  waiting  for 


me.  The  train  would  get  there — 
presently.  The  windows  dimmed 
with  steam  and  the  avenue  of  cars 
curved  in.  Rattling  heavily  the 
train  slowed  to  a  standstill,  and  peo- 
ple filled  the  aisle.  As  I  followed 
out,  the  baby,  behind  me,  woke,  and 
began  to  cry. 

J.  R.  O.,  '17. 


Conversational  Openings  and  End- 
ings for  English  Interviews 

I  find  the  phraseology  of  any 
game  of  sport  having  an  offensive 
and  defensive  most  suitable  for  my 
purpose.  Let  the  "offensive"  desig- 
nate the  English  Reader,  the  "de- 
fensive" the  eager  student,  since  he 
tries  to  defend  his  "fledglings,"  or 
literary  efforts,  you  understand. 

There  are  many  methods  of  open- 
ing an  interview.  I  give  a  few 
which  it  seems  to  me  would  be  good 
as  standard : 

Offensive — "Ah,  good  morning." 
Defensive — "Oh,  good  morning." 
(A     very     good     beginning     and 


10 


TIPYN   O     BOB 


neither  has  as  j^et  unfair  advantage 
of  the  other.  Now  all  depends  on 
who  gets  the  floor  first.  It  is  very 
bad  if  the  defensive  gets  it,  for  she 
probably  will  go  on  in  the  following 
manner : 

Defensive — "Do  you  know,  Miss 
X,  that  I  had  two  quizzes,  and  lots  of 
things  the  week  I  had  my  paper; 
it  was  too  terrible,  and  it  was  aw- 
fully hard  to  get  the  books.  You 
know  there  were  only  two  in  the 
library  and  my  roommate  said  she'd 
sign  for  me,  and  she  didn't,  and,  etc., 
etc.,  ad  infinitum,  which  means  un- 
til the  reader  stops  her. 

A  better  beginning  from  the  point 
of  view  of  the  Offensive  is  the  fol- 
lowing : 

Offensive — "Good  morning.  You 
have  failed  your  paper." 

Obviously,  the  Defensive  has 
nothing  to  say.  The  Offensive  has 
scored. 

Next,  I  would  suggest  an  opening 
to  be  used  in  the  case  of  shy  stu- 
dents. 

Offensive — "Ah,  Miss  Y,  isn't 
this  a  [wonderful,  dreadful,  beauti- 
ful] day?  I'm  sorry  I  had  to  have 
you  for  an  interview " 


Defensive  (invariably) — "Oh." 

In  a  short  time,  if  the  Offensive  is 
skillful,  a  discussion  of  the  weather 
in  the  Defensive's  home  town  ought 
to  take  place.  This  leads  to  infor- 
mality, which  is  desirable  but  infre- 
quently obtained. 

For  leaving,  I  would  suggest  a  few 
simple  fixed  formulas  to  eliminate 
the  strained  silence  of  those  mo- 
ments when  the  Defensive  stalks 
from  her  chair  to  the  doorway. 

College  Cheer  ending — a  good  one, 
because  it  gives  a  proper  academic 
close  to  the  interview,  and  is  no  men- 
tal strain  because  Defensive  always 
knows  it,  and  it  would  be  a  small 
task  for  Offensive  to  learn  it. 

OFFENSIVE — a.vd(T<Ta  KaraKaAu)  KaXrj 

Defensive  (as  she  walks  out  back- 
wards)—  la  la  la  vlkt/j 

Thus  a  very  neat  ending  is  ob- 
tained. 

Another  brief  formula,  charming- 
in  its  simplicity,  is  the  following : 

Offensive  —  "Great  is  Bryn 
Mawr." 

Defensive — "And  the  lamp  of 
true  learning." 

(Exits  in  dignified  manner.) 

M.  Janet  Pauling,  '17. 
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The  Man  Next  Door 
The  man  who  lives  next  door  is 
a  musician.  All  day  he  practices 
scales  and  arpeggios  and  finger 
exercises,  but  at  night  he  plays 
beautiful  melodies,  sad  and  gay, 
light  and  passionate,  as  his  mood 
changes.  I  like  best  to  hear  him 
play  the  merry  dance  music  of 
years  ago,  because  then,  as  I  lie  in 
bed  almost  asleep,  I  can  fancy  to 
myself  that  a  great  ball  is  going 
on  next  door.  It  is  always  a 
masked  ball.  There  are  figures  in 
dominoes  who  whisper  mysteri- 
ously on  the  balcony.  There  is 
a     white-faced     amorous     clown. 


There  are  harlequins  and  colum- 
bines, who  pelt  each  other  with 
roses,  and  street  singers  with  be- 
ribboned  guitars.  Spanish  court- 
iers stroll  up  and  down  with 
clanking  swords,  and  light-footed 
ballet  dancers  daintily  shake  the 
confetti  from  their  ruffles.  And 
so,  late  into  the  night,  the  man 
next  door  plays  on,  and  I  grow 
sleepier  and  sleepier,  and  the 
figures  of  the  masqueraders  grow 
dimmer  and  dimmer,  until  they 
are  mere  shadows  that  to  the 
strains  of  the  music  go  dancing 
through  my  dreams. 

S.  H.,  '17. 
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SHE  WENT  NO  FARTHER  AND  FARED  NO  WORSE 

"I  shall  write/'  declared  the  Young  Thing  confidently  as  the  gates  of 
college  closed  upon  her  and  she  entered  the  world,  pen  poised  in  hand. 

"Do,"  said  the  Genial  Spirit,  whose  duty  it  is  to  encourage  all  ventures. 

"Don't,"  said  the  Cynic,  whose  duty  it  is  to  discourage. 

"About  wliai?"  asked  the  Skeptic  with  fine  scorn. 

The  Young  Thing  frowned,  then  brightened,  "Oh,  1  shall  write  of  all 
sorts  of  things!"  she  answered  vaguely.  "You  know  I've  been  studying  for 
years  and  years." 
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"What  ?"  inquired  the  Cynic. 

"Oh!  Latin,  Greek,  Geometry,  Algebra,  Physics,  Chemistry,  History, 
French,  German,  Philosophy,  Italian,  Spanish,  English" — she  checked  them 
off  on  her  fingers  with  great  pride. 

"Humph !  and  what  do  you  know  about  them  ?"  said  the  Skeptic  scath- 
ingly. "Only  the  other  day  you  boasted  that  you  could  not  read  the  Latin 
verses  on  the  tombstones  in  the  churchyard  and  that  you  had  forgotten  every 
word  of  Greek,  to  say  nothing  of  the  other  languages.  Much  good  they  will 
do  you." 

"Yes,"  interrupted  the  Scientist  excitedly,  "not  only  that,  but  she 
doesn't  know  enough  about  my  line  of  work  to  fill  a  postage  stamp." 

"I  do  so,"  declared  the  Young  Thing  hotly.  "I  know  that  S  =  i/2  AT, 
and  F  —  AHD,  and  that  sodium  liberates  hydrogen  from  water  and " 

"Well,  that  might  fill  one,"  grudgingly  admitted  the  Scientist,  "nut," 
he  finished  triumphantly,  "I  defy  you  to  apply  any  of  it." 

"What  were  the  causes  of  the  'Wars  of  the  Eoses  ?'  "  asked  the  Historian, 
eager  to  change  the  subject. 

"I  really  can't  remember,"  said  the  Young  Thing,  after  thinking  a  mo- 
ment or  two. 

"Then  you  couldn't  do  History  at  all,"  he  remarked  in  disgust. 
"I  never  said  I  should  do  History.    I  dislike  it  intensely.    I  shall  write 
about  love,"  said  the  Young  Thing  with  great  dignity. 

"What  is  this  about  love?"  said  the  Plain  Man,  who  happened  along- 
just  at  that  moment.    And  because  she  was  very  Young,  he  married  her. 

L.  E.,  '18. 
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Bryn  Mawr,  Pa.         Ardmore,  Pa. 

JOHN  J.   McDEVITT 

PRINTING 

Programs  Tickets  Announcements 

Bill  Heads         Letter  Heads        Booklets,  etc 

915  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.         Ml  Kinds  of 

Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN  MOORE 


ARTS    AND    CRAFTS   GUILD 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  Us  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsic 
value  but  individuality. 
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Pennocfy  Brothers 

1514  Chestnut  Street 


istinctwe 


Corsages    | 

Free  Daily  Deliveries  §[ 

PHONE:  SPRUCE  2749      1{ 


THE  HOOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  CHESTNUT  STREET 

Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  buil^ng 
SECOND— ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 

CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 


DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY        SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK,  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 
"B" 


"COLUMBIA' 

Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 


GYMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 

Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL   MAKERS 

301  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept.  "B"  for  catalogue 


HOTEL 
MARTHA  WASHINGTON 

29  East  29th  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just   oft   Fifth    Avenue. 
The   Famous    Hotel   for   Women. 

Rates  $1.50  per  day  and  up. 
For  parties  of  5  or  more  a 
large  room  at  $1  per  day  par 
person.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cents,  dinner  50  cents.  Spe- 
cial rates  for  long  periods. 
Comfort,  convenience  and 
PROTECTION,  all  important 
to  the  woman  traveler  In 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
the  Martha  Washington  in  their  highest  degree. 
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SEND     FOR    THE    COMPLETE 
PACKAGE  OUTFIT  CIRCULAR 

Be  mre  to  get  y<  nr  .  op)  '<f  the  n-.w 

Royal  Society  Crochet  Book  No.  7      10c 

Fort)  eighl  psgi      illustrating  ■■    variety  ol    beautiful  trticlet, 


You  can  make  beautiful  articles 
of  wearing  apparel  and  house- 
hold decoration  through  the 
medium  of 

RffiTAi-WsocKlt 

-^     ^^        -^         H  EC. U.S.  PAT.  OFF.  ^    4. 

Embroidery 

Package  Outfits 

The  beauty  and  charm  of  Royal  Society  Creations, 
coupled  with  the  splendid  variety  and  exceptional 
value  they  offer,  make  them  of  genuine  interest 
to  needleworkers  elsewhere. 

They  have  the  high  quality  and  originality  of  dssign 
which  have  always  been  distinctive  features  of  all 
Royal  Society  Embroidery  and  Crochet  materials. 
Each  package  contains  stamped  materials  either 
made  up  or  ready  for  making,  sufficient  Royal  Society 
Floss  to  complete  the  embroidery,  full  instructions 
and  chart  of  stitches. 

There  are  handsome  Combination  Suits,  Nightgowns, 
Corset  Covers,  Dressing  Sacques,  Boudoir  Caps, 
Blouses,  Tea  Aprons,  Baby  Dresses  and  other 
articles  of  household  decoration  and  utility.  25c. 
to  $1.25  (except  in  Canada  and  foreign  countries). 

Illustration  Shows  No.  496,  the 

New  Made-up  Combination      85c 

If  you  are  not  already  familiar  with  Royal  Society  Package 
Outfits  let  this  charming  garment  serve  as  a.i  introduction. 
These  who  prefer  articles  of  household  utility  will  he  delighted 
with  the  new  "Love  Bird"  Set  which  includes  Work  Bag  Pillow, 
Laundry  Bag  Center  Piece  Scarf  accompanied  hy  Pin  Cushion 
in  the  same  package  and  Card  Table  Cover.  The  Laundry  Bin;. 
Work  Bag  and  Card  Table  Cover  are  made  up.  Retail  at  pop- 
ular prices. 

Ask  Your  Dealer  He  has  in  stock  or  on  procure  for  you 
any  Royal  Society  article    including  Embroidery  Cotton  in  pure 

white  and  f Ail  colors;  Crochet  Cottons:  Celesta,  the  waihable 

art  i    cial  silk;  Cordichet ;  Package  Outfits,  etc. 

H.    E.   VERRAN   COMPANY 

Union  Square  WVst,  New  York 


COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND   DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 


N.  J.  LYONS 
BICYCLES  and  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEELS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307-W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co.     BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 


Diamond  Merchants.  Jewelers 
Silversmiths,  Heraldists,  Stationers 

CHESTNUT  STREET   :   PHILADELPHIA 


The  Newest 

of  the 

New  Boots 

are  here,  in  almost 
endless  variety! 


Ste/'gerwaft,  1420  Chestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 


BRYIS  MAWR 
HARDWARE  COM  PAIS  Y 


C-<XK>"fr»*<«XXM> 


Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


HANAN&SON 

Men's  and  Women's 

FINE   SHOES 

1318  Chestnut  Street 


ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PLANTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 


henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 

FLORIST 

FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "Made  in  Rosemont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 

WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 

DEALEK  IN 

Choice  Recleaned    Oats,     Flour,    Feed,    Baled    Hay    and 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc..    Hardware,    Paints,  Oils,  etc. 

BRYN   MAWR 

FRANK  J.  FLOYD 

MEN'S,  WOMEN'S  and  CHILDREN'S 
OUTFITTER 

DRY   GOODS   and  NOTIONS 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
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You  will  simply  adore 


The  package  is  so  dainty  and  odd  and 
pretty,  the  candies  are  so  delicious! 

Chocolate  covered  mint-marshmallows, 
honey-white  nougat,  chocolate  covered  cara- 
mels, "1842"  bitter  sweets,  chocolate-covered 
liquid  cherries  and  other  toothsome  morsels. 

$1  the  package  at 

HENRY  B.  WALLACE 
H.  W.  WHITAKER  FRANK  W.  PRICKETT 

WM.  H.  RAMSEY  GANES  &  SNYDER 


SPAT  BOOTS 

The  strong  demand  for  Spat  Boots  has 
exhausted    the   stock   of  most   stores. 
Plenty  here.     See  the  new  lace  "Spat" 
U. — the   newest   New  York   innovation. 


(pronounced  gytino) 
[The  Stores  of  Famous    3hoea""| 


J/ 


1230  MARKET  STREET 


\^/E  ARE  better  prepared  than  ever  to  tailor 

to  the  wants  of  young  ladies. 
FASHIONABLE  FABRICS  AND   FASHION    PLATES 
RECEIVED  MONTHLY 

CLEANING,  PRESSING,  REMODELING 

F.  W.  CROOK 

908  Lancaster  Ave.    Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 


r 


PRICKITT 


■^ 


The    reliable    Apothecary     of     Roskmont    and 
Bbym    Mawb    has    been    authorised    to    furnish    the 
College  Student*  with   Drugs,   etc.      All   prescriptions 
are  compounded  by  competent  graduates  only 
Messenger  calls  st  each  hall,  at  11  a  m    daily 
Bryn    Mawr   (2    Stores)   Rosemont   j 


We  are  interested  to  know 

How  Many  Students  Patronized  Binder's  for  Shampooing, 
Hair  Dressing  and  Toilet  Goods 

the  past  season.     When   you  do  come  in  tell  us  and  ask   for   sample   cake 

Binder's  Tar  Soap 

Thirteenth  above  Chestnut  Street 
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EDITORIALS 

When  our  theatre  program  announces  that  the  "  players  are  come  to 
play  a  pleasant  comedy,"  those  of  us  who  venture  to  attend  return  with 
the  apology,  "An  amusing  play,  but  scarcely  worth  while;"  or  we  slip 
quietly  into  the  discussion  of  Shaw's  latest  protestation  without  daring 
even  to  mention  that  we  have  just  seen  Leo  Ditrichstein  in  The  Great 
Lover. 

We  are  all  afraid  to  step,  even  for  a  moment,  out  of  what  we  think  is 
the  realm  of  the  "high  brow."  Plays  like  The  Great  Lover  we  exclude 
without  hesitation.  "Why,  it  was  written  just  for  Leo  Ditrichstein; 
besides,  it  doesn't  take  up  any  really  deep  problems — it's  just  interesting." 

Though  we  speak  slightingly  of  plays  written  for  a  star,  and  plays 
which  ignore  our  social  and  political  problems,  we  never  miss  an  opportu- 
nity to  see  :i  rcviv.'i]  of  Shakespeare.  Yet  Shakespeare  wrote  not  for  many 
companies,  bu1  for  one  which  he  knew  so  well  that,  even  as  he  wrote  the 
lines,  he  would  hear  Puck's  elfish  voice  or  the  ponderous  tones  of  Falstaff. 
His  public  had  bu1  one  standard  of  judgment  for  a  play — "is  it  interesting?" 

We  might  well  try  to  approach  their  attitude,  to  enjoy  a  play  because 
il   is  a  good  story.      We  can  only  do  this  by  giving  up  self-conscious  intel- 
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lectualism  for  a  more  healthy  point  of  view.  Had  the  Elizabethan  audience 
gone  to  their  theatres  to  hear  a  discussion  of  Brownism,  they  would  have 
condemned  Shakespeare  as  "amusing,  but  scarcely  worth  while." 


When  a  student  deliberately  announces  that  it  is  "too  much  trouble" 
to  do  her  hair  in  the  morning  she  thereby  proclaims  herself  mentally  or 
morally  degenerate.  There  are  certain  amenities  the  omission  of  which  is 
excused  only  by  some  unusual  exigency.  The  fact  that  we  are  set  here  to 
study,  theoretically  apart  from  the  world  and  its  demands,  by  no  means 
frees  us  from  the  decent  restraints  of  civilization.  It  is  in  deference  to 
these  that  we  dress  for  dinner,  and  that  a  hundred  little  personal  activities 
that  might  easily  be  allowed  to  fall  into  the  category  of  things  that  are 
"too  much  trouble,"  continue  to  be  practised  with  automatic  regularity. 

Were  there  danger  of  any  general  abandonment  of  these,  one  could 
wish  for  the  return  of  a  religion  in  which  lustration  is  part  of  the  ritual. 
The  world  today  has  small  respect  for  Diogenes  and  the  uncleanly  ascetics 
of  the  middle  ages. 
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"THE  NEW   YORK  IDEA" 


Miriam  Toll's  life  would  normally 
have  been  made  up  of  learning  new 
cross-stitch  patterns  for  bridge- 
cloths  getting  her  morning's  work 
done  before  any  of  the  other  women 
in  her  block,  and  knowing  the  bat- 
ting average  of  the  baseball  players 
in  the  league  to  which  her  small 
Western  city  belonged.  But  her 
marriage  had  been  a  love  match, 
and  her  husband's  natural  vocation 
was  horses,  not  business.  He 
disliked  the  position  her  father's 
friends  got  for  him;  the  years  made 
it  more  difficult  instead  of  easier, 
and  his  wife  grew  to  be  identified  for 
him  with  an  unendurable  situation. 
One  day  he  came  home  abruptly 
in  the  middle  of  the  morning, 
packed  a  suitcase,  and  told  her  he 
was  not  coming  back.  She  was  too 
much  stunned  to  do  anything  but 
say  helplessly,  "Aren't  you  even 
going  to  kiss  me  good-bye?" 

Then  her  friends  came  in,  took 
charge  of  packing  the  furniture, 
renting  the  house,  and  straightening 
the  tangled  remains  of  her  husband's 
business;  and  asked  her  what  she 
was  going  to  do.  It  was  that 
problem  which  set  her  nervously 
pacing  her  room,  and  which  made 
her  friends  watch  her  anxiously. 
Emotional  stress  her  practical  nature 
could  have  dealt  with,  but  she 
could  not,  even  in  imagination,  fill 
the  blankhess  that  confronted  her 


instead  of  her  familiar  routine. 
She  would  have,  and  probably  had, 
said  that  she  did  not  believe  in 
divorce;  now  its  necessity  scarcely 
impressed  her  as  a  moral  decision  at 
all.  It  was  her  life  as  a  divorced 
woman  that  she  tried  to  construct 
in  the  year  she  waited  to  go  through 
the  distasteful  form  of  acquiring 
freedom.  She  had  no  children. 
To  be  skillful  at  combining  baskets 
from  two  different  patterns,  and 
lucky  with  one's  cakes,  was  of  little 
use  if  one  had  no  house,  and  a 
woman  in  a  small  city  cannot  go  to 
baseball  games  alone.  She  disliked 
the  conscientous  consideration  of 
the  women  who  had  been  her  friends; 
she  had  every  right  to  be  simply 
one  of  them. 

By  the  time  she  had  her  divorce, 
she  had  decided  to  go  to  her  brother 
in  New  York — a  bachelor  artist  who 
gave  up  his  club  to  live  with  her  in 
a  family  hotel.  She  had  never 
liked  a  city;  she  had  never  felt  the 
attraction  of  hotel  life,  but  here  her 
story  was  unknown — rather  a  com- 
monplace one  she  soon  found  it  was. 
Her  brother  was  at  his  studio  all 
day;  he  dined  at  his  club  several 
evenings  a  week  because  there  was 
his  best  opportunity  to  keep  in 
touch  with  the  ephemeral  ideas  that 
make  up  an  evening's  discussion 
and  the  modern  in  art.  His  friends 
were  almost  unintelligible  to  her, 
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especially  the  women.     They  had 
do  homes;    they  had  no  pride  in 
serving    a    dainty    supper    after    a 
game  of  bridge — a  sandwich  with 
beer,    from    the    grill    downstairs 
suited    their    guests    much    better. 
Miriam  too  became  able  to  devote 
half  her  time  to  her  clothes,  shop- 
ping for  a  tie  or  a  pair  of  boots  in 
the  latest  fashion .    The  people  whom 
she  knew  in  New  York  did  not  give 
solid  evenings  to  one  form  of  diver- 
sion; bridge  was  usually  considered 
too   heavy.      Miriam   had   always 
been  fond  of  cards;   she  learned  to 
play  poker  rather  than  give  them 
up  altogether.     The  dollar  or  two 
that  she  lost  of  an  evening  would 
have  been  spent  in  prizes  at  home. 
She  and  her  brother  bought  a  small 
car — "the  distances  in  a  city  are  so 
great" — and  she  learned  to  run  it. 
That  filled  a  part  of  her  time,  partic- 
ularly in  the  summer.      She  had  a 
mechanical  turn  of  mind,  and  she 
became  interested  in  cars  in  general. 
In    the    autumn    she    would    have 
liked  her  brother  to  take  her  to  see 
the  races,  but  he  was  not  interested. 
She    accepted    Bennet    Hardy's 
invitation    to    go    with    him.      He 
had  asked  her  before  to  go  out  to 
dinner  and  to  dance.     She  had  not 
gone;     she    could    not    accurately 
remember  through  whom  she  had 
met   him,    and   she   knew  nothing 
about  him;  one  rarely  did  of  one's 
New      York     acquaintances.      "  A 
good  enough  fellow,"   her    brother 


had  answered  once  when  she  had 
asked.  Other  people  whom  she 
knew  would  be  at  the  races.  Her 
backwardness,  as  she  had  grown 
accustomed  to  saying,  in  making 
friends  was  out  of  place  in  New 
York.    Besides  her  fortune  had  been 

made  and  lost.    When  in  Rome . 

She  accepted  his  invitation. 

Miriam  had  a  thoroughly  pleasant 
afternoon;  Bennet  was  familiar 
with  many  makes  of  cars,  and  they 
enjoyed  the  racing  intelligently. 
He  was  interested  in  baseball  too, 
she  discovered.  He  laughed  when 
she  acknowledged  that  she  had 
never  seen  a  big  league  game, 
promised  to  take  her  to  one  the 
following  Saturday,  and  told  her  an 
amusing  diamond  story.  On  the 
way  home  they  had  a  shore  dinner 
at  one  of  the  restaurants  crowded 
with  other  people  coming  away 
from  the  races  and  were  disappointed 
because  there  was  no  dancing. 
Miriam  said  she  was  growing  rusty. 
"  Tomorrow  night?  "  he  suggested. 
Bennet  was  a  good  dancer.  "It 
must  be  like,  swimming,"  she  said 
after  they  had  been  on  the  floor 
a  few  minutes,  "  I  don't  seem  to  have 
forgotten." 

Dancing  in  a  restaurant  was  not 
so  unalloyed  a  pleasure  as  the  dances 
at  home  had  been.  But  one  could 
use  moderation  in  everything.  A 
little  rouge  undoubtedly  added  to  a 
woman's  attractiveness;  the  music, 
if    noisy,    was    spirited;     and    the 
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exhilaration  of  dancing  not  dimin- 
ished by  one's  isolation  with  one's 
partner. 

She  went  out  with  Bennet  several 
times  in  the  weeks  that  followed; 
it  seemed  strange,  this  intimacy  with 
a  man  of  whom  she  knew  nothing 
except  the  knowledge  that  their 
personal  contact  furnished  her.  She 
had  never  felt  the  egotism  of  the 
city  as  she  did  now;  she  would,  no 
doubt,  have  resented  the  neigh- 
borly interference  with  her  flirta- 
tion— courtship,  whatever  it  was — 
that  she  would  have  had  in  her  home 
town.  But  the  indifference — the 
failure  even  to  notice — on  the  part 
of  her  city'  acquaintances  intensi- 
fied her  sense  of  loneliness.  If  her 
friendship  with  Bennet  reached  the 
stage  of  scandal  there  would  be,  she 
knew,  a  well-told  story,  a  shrug  of 
the  shoulders,  a  generalization.  But 
at  its  present  stage  it  was  ignored. 
She  began  to  consider  the  problem 
of  remarriage.  She  early  decided 
against  the  views  that  the  women 
of  her  own  kind  had  held.  She 
grew  quite  reconciled  to  the  thought 
of  an  entirely  unromantic  marriage. 
It  could  certainly  turn  out  no  worse 
than  her  first,  she  decided,  and 
found  a  satisfaction  in  considering 
herself  cynical. 

One  warm  evening  about  a  month 
after  the  races  when  she  and  Bennet 
had  grown  tired  of  dancing  and  were 
sitting  looking  on  at  other  couples 
moving     languidly    and     monoto- 


nously around  the  small  cleared  space 
in  the  center  of  the  restaurant,  he 
leaned  forward  across  the  small 
table.  "If  I  get  my  divorce,  will 
you  marry  me?"  he  asked. 

Dimly,  through  the  sudden  dead- 
ness  of  all  her  senses,  she  heard  his 
voice  going  on;  and  she  watched 
the  scene  before  her  with  a  feeling 
of  its  complete  unreality. 

"Francess  is  West  now.  She's 
not  a  bad  sort;  I  think  I  can  count 
upon  her  to  make  no  trouble." 

Miriam  began  feverishly  to  draw 
on  her  gloves;  "I  didn't  know  you 
were  married,  I  never  thought  for 
a  moment " 

"I  supposed  you  knew,"  he  said, 
beckoning  the  waiter  to  bring  his 
check.  "I'm  not  the  kind  of  man  to 
play  the  'I'm  unhappy  at  home' 
game.  I'm  sorry  I  startled  you. 
I'll  give  you  a  little  time  to  think  it 
over." 

He  was  not  in  the  habit  of  going 
home  with  her.  "After  all,  I'm 
not  a  young  girl,"  she  had  told  him. 
But  tonight  in  the  subway  she  felt 
afraid  and  when  a  man  took  the 
seat  beside  her  she  moved  closer  to 
the  window,  and  sat  staring  out  at 
the  whitewashed  walls  rushing  by. 

Her  brother  had  not  come  home. 
She  began  to  pack;  she  would  go 
away,  go  back  home.  She  would 
fQrget  New  York.  "You're  learn- 
ing New  York,"  her  brother  com- 
mented at  the  end  of  her  story. 
"Bennet's  not  a  bad  chap.      I'm 
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sorry  I  didn't  think  to  mention  the 
fact  that  he  was  married.  You're 
right  to  go  home  for  a  while,  no 
doubt,  but  you'll  soon  come  back; 
everyone  does." 

She  never  expected  to  see  New 
York  again,  or  at  least  not  for  years, 
and  once  out  of  the  tunnel  she 
watched  the  dirty  marshes,  the 
factories,  the  mean  houses  of  the 
New  Jersey  approach  to  the  city 
for  the  last  time.  How  ugly  and 
stale  city  life  was!  At  home 
people  were  different;  she  would  be 
glad  to  be  again  among  her  own 
people. 

$  *  *  *  '* 

They  were  glad  to  see  her,  but 
with  reservation,  she  felt  even  at 
the  beginning.  They  forgot  some- 
times that  she  was  the  Miriam  Toll 
who  had  grown  up  among  them  and 
remembered  that  she  was  a  divorced 
woman;  she  rouged,  and  she  was 
too  little  shocked  at  the  local 
scandals.  She  mentioned  as  an 
apology  for  her  old-fashioned  bridge, 
that  she  had  been  playing  poker. 
One  evening  she  told  about  the 
races,  and  was  pleased  at  the  interest 
the  men  gave  to  her  account. 

Again  the  problem  came  upper- 
most, what  was  she  to  do.  "New 
York  ruins  everyone  sooner  or 
later,"  her  friends  had  often  said. 
It  was  meant  as  a  warning ;  had  they 
known  of  the  Bennet  episode, 
Miriam  understood  very  well  that 


she  herself  would  have  pointed  the 
moral. 

They  were  narrow;  they  were 
provincial. 

"You  must  have  given  him  some 
encouragement.  How  could  you 
not  know  that  he  was  married,"  she 
could  almost  hear  them  say  the 
words. 

She  came  to  take  pleasure  in  the 
remembrance  of  Bennet's  point  of 
view.  He  had  recognized  that  she 
had  outgrown  this  code  of  specific 
"dont's." 

The  last  straw  was  applied  when 
the  one  who  had  stuck  to  her  most 
faithfully  made  a  definite  plea  that 
she  try  to  get  rid  of  the  most  salient 
of  her  acquired  metropolitan 
accents — "now  that  you've  settled 
down  here." 

She  wrote  to  Bennet  that  night. 

When  she  saw  from  the  train  the 
first  of  the  factories,  the  tall  chim- 
neys and  myriad  windows,  she  felt 
removed  from  the  criticism  that  had 
galled  her.  She  had  no  illusions 
about  what  she  was  doing.  "They 
would  wonder  why  I  bother  with  a 
ceremony  at  all,"  she  said  to  herself 
as  the  train  entered  the  tunnel; 
"they  won't  hemstitch  lunch  cloths 
and  work  initials  for  me  this  time." 
She  adjusted  her  veil  quickly. 
"Perhaps  they  are  right." 

M.  K.  H.,  '16. 
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RETURN 

Masefield  Prize  Poem 

From  forest  paths,  I  come  with  heavy  feet 

That  falter  wearily  the  while  I  turn, 
Turn  always  toward  the  place  where  I  might  meet 

Her  whom  last  year  I  met.     I  do  not  yearn 
Her  comfort  or  her  pity  for  the  years 

I  suffered  so  for  her:  I  am  too  tired  for  tears. 

And  yet  if  might  see  her  once  apart, 

Only  to  see  her  eyes,  her  mouth,  her  hair, 
With  one  long  look,  to  get  her  face  by  heart, 

To  learn  her  beauty  as  I  should  a  prayer. 
I  am  too  cold  for  kisses.     I  am  less 

And  more  her  own  than  when  untaught  by  weariness. 

M.  L.  Loudon. 
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THEODORE  DREISER:    A  Traveler  at  Forty 

This    book    is    a    series    of    Mr.  "I   shall   never   forget   the  vast 

Dreiser's    impressions    during    his  space  within  those  wondrous  doors — 

travels    in    England    and    on    the  the  world  of  purple  and  gold  and 

continent.     They  are  the  reactions  blue  in  the  windows,  the  blaze  of  a 

of  an  American,  of  an  artist,  of  a  hundred  and  more  candles  upon  the 

man  alive  to  social  problems,  of  an  great  altar,  the  shrines  with  their 

observer  of  life,  who  finds  nothing  votive  offerings  of  flaming  tapers, 

unworthy  of  his  notice.      He  has  the  fat,  waddling  mothers  in  bunchy 

mentioned    the    usual    things — the  skirts,  the  heavy  priests  with  shovel 

pastoral  beauty  of  Southern  Kng-  hats  and  pig-like  faces.  ..." 
land,  the  historic  interest  of  London,         Dreiser  has  also,   knowingly  or 

the   gay  demi-rnonde  of  Paris,  the  unknowingly,    made    his    accounts 

art  of  Italy.     But  his  enthusiasm  entertaining  by  choosing  to  dwell 

for  what  he  describes,  his  observant  on  matters  more  or  less  neglected 

artist's  eyes,  save  him  from  being  in  books  of  travel.     Some  of  the 

trite.     (>f  the  Cathedral  of  Amiens  things  that  he  is  interested  in,  that 

he   says:  he  mentions  with  most  pleasure,  are 


TIPYN   O     BOB 


so  common  as  usually  to  escape 
notice.  He  describes  every  detail 
of  his  departure  from  New  York  on 
the  Mauretania;  he  gives  a  list  of 
various  tips  to  be  given  to  maids, 
valets  and  porters;  and  he  justifies 
his  concern  for  these  apparent 
trifles  on  the  ground  that  "  when  one 
turns  forty  and  faces  one's  first 
trans-atlantic  voyage,  it  is  a  more 
portentous  event  than  when  it 
comes  at  twenty."  He  is  ever 
observing  the  little,  often-neglected 
details  that  go  to  make  up  the 
differences  between  one  nation  and 
another.  For  example,  the  English 
mill-women  wear  white  straw  hats 
and  sagging  black  shawls,  and  their 
faces  have  a  "waxy,  meaty  look." 
And  again,  in  Paris  he  notes  that  the 
porters  "ran  and  chattered  and 
gesticulated — so  unlike  the  porters 
in  Paddington  and  Waterloo." 

His  descriptions  combine  artistic 
effect  with  minutest  accuracy.  He 
spends  only  one  day  in  a  little 
town,  and  then  tells  the  most  inti- 
mate things  about  it.  The  houses 
of  the  towns  about  Manchester, 
Middleton,  Oldham  and  Roch- 
dale— have  all  "front  rooms,"  he 
writes.  They  have  each  a  chest  of 
drawers  which  has  relatively  the 
same  position  in  each  house.  The 
tables  are  round,  and  covered  with 
"pink,  patterned  cotton  table- 
cloths."    In  the  onlv  window  of  the 


room  are  geraniums  in  blue  or 
yellow  jardinieres.  The  fireplace  is 
"always  to  the  right  of  the  room  as 
you  look  through  the  window." 

Dreiser  has  felt  and  understood 
much  of  the  various  temperaments  of 
the  different  peoples  through  whose 
countries  he  travels — but  he  has  not 
understood  the  Englishman's  sense 
of  humor.  In  Oldham  he  was 
interested  in  seeing  many  shops, 
some  labeled  "fish,  chip,  and  pea 
restaurants,"  and  others  "tripe, 
trotters  and  cow-heels."  Stopping 
before  one  of  them  he  asked  a 
policeman  what  they  were  for — and 
the  man  answered: 

''Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  it's  a 
place  where  a  man  who's  getting 
over  a  spree  goes  to  eat.  These 
things  are  good  for  the  stomach." 

The  "bobby"  would  have  doubled 
up  with  laughter  could  he  have  seen 
Dreiser's  perfectly  serious  comment: 

"I  concluded  from  this  that  it 
must  be  an  all-English  institution, 
and  wherever  there  was  much  drunk- 
enness there  would  be  these  res- 
taurants." 

The  book  is  especially  delightful 
because  of  the  autobiographical 
and  personal  element.  Dreiser 
manages  to  say  a  great  deal  about 
himself  without  being  tiresome.  He 
gives,  for  instance,  an  amusing  ac- 
count of  his  efforts  to  find  the  little 
German  town  of  Mayen,  his  father's 
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birthplace.  He  went  to  an  inn  to 
make  inquiries  and  to  get  a  meal. 
While  waiting  for  his  steak  and 
coffee,  he  asked  whether  he  might 
wash  his  hands.  This  request  threw 
his  host  into  great  confusion;  the 
puffing  old  man  rushed  upstairs; 
there  was  much  clattering  over- 
head, and  finally  a  great  shout 
"Katrina,  in  God's  name,  where  is 
the  soap!" 

Throughout  the  book  there  are 
evidences  of  Dreiser's  artistic  sus- 
ceptibility to  women.  He  is  fas- 
cinated by  a  long  string  of  them. 
Miss  X,  the  English  actress  whom  he 
met  on  the  voyage  to  England, 
Lilly,  "a  girl  of  the  streets,"  Mrs. 
Barton  Churchill,  the  one  beautiful 
woman  that  he  saw  in  England, 
Killette,  "the  one  forceful  significant 
figure  that  I  saw  in  all  the  cafes  of 
Paris    or    elsewhere" — and    so    on 


without  end.     He  gives  his  opinion 
of  women  very  frankly: 

"Poor  little  frail  things — fighting 
with  every  weapon  at  their  command 
to  buy  and  maintain  the  courtesy 
of  the  world — truly,  I  pity  women. 
I  pity  the  strongest,  most  ambitious 
woman  I  ever  saw." 

Finally  those  who  believe  with 
Chesterton  that  the  most  practical 
and  important  thing  about  a  man  is 
still  his  view  of  the  universe  will  be 
pleased  to  find  that  Dreiser  satisfies 
all  their  requirements  in  this  respect. 
In  his  opening  chapter  he  gives  a 
fair  summary  of  his  philosophy: 

"For  myself  I  accept  no  creeds. 
I  do  not  know  what  truth  is,  what 
beauty  is,  what  hope  is.  I  do  not 
believe  anyone  absolutely  and  I  do 
not  doubt  anyone  absolutely.  I 
think  people  are  both  evil  and  well- 
intentioned." 

Eva  A.  W.  Bryne,  '16. 
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My  Garden 

If  I  had  a  garden  of  my  own,  with 
nothing  to  do  but  to  take  care  of  it, 
I  know  what  it  would  be  like  It 
wouldn't  be  around  a  house,  because 
I  like  Long  stretches  of  lawn  between 

the  beds,  and  a  house  interferes  wild 

that.  M  would  be  a  square— I  like 
things  perfectly  geometrical-  with 
mi  *     growing  in   a   hedge  around 


three  sides  of  it.  In  the  middle  of 
one  side  would  be  the  entrance,  an 
arch  covered  by  those  perfect  white 
roses,  the  Frau  Karl  Drushkes. 
From  this  point  the  shades  would 
gradually  deepen,  from  all  the 
delicate  tints  of  cream  and  pink, 
through  Goutiers  and  American 
Beauties,  to  the  corners  furthest 
from     the     arch,    where    grow     the 


10 


TIPYN   O     BOB 


Jacks  and  the  Black  Princes.  On 
the  fourth  side  of  the  square, 
opposite  the  gate,  grow  my  sweet 
peas.  I  wouldn't  have  any  of  the 
striped  kind,  but  solid  patches  of 
purple  and  of  lavender,  and  of 
white,  and  of  pink  and  of  red.  A 
walk  would  run  from  the  arch  to  the 
center  of  the  square,  then  at  right 
angles  out  to  the  roses,  then  back 
and  along  the  sweet-pea  side,  thus 
enclosing  half  the  square.  In  this 
half  there  would  be  nothing  at  all 
but  grass,  except  that  in  each  corner 
I  should  have  a  bush-lilac,  and  snow- 
ball, and  hydrangea,  and  Japanese 
quince.  But  in  one  of  the  other 
two  quarters  I  would  have  every- 
thing nice.  The  walks  would  be 
bordered  with  garden  pinks  and 
heliotrope,  and  the  funny,  stiff 
hen-and-chicken.  Then  I'd  have  a 
row  of  tall  dahlias,  then  asters,  next 
in  height,  then  golden  glow,  and 
larkspur,  and  foxglove,  and  lady- 
slipper,  and  violets.  In  the  other 
corner  I'd  have  designs — not  "Wel- 
come," or  the  American  flag,  as  they 
always  have  in  parks — but  I'd  have 
circles,  and  ellipses,  and  conjugate 
hyperbolas,  and  cycloids,  and  a 
Folium  of  Descartes,  and  one  or 
two  other  nice  curves.  Then  when 
it  was  done,  I'd  call  my  family  to 
come  and  see  it.  They  would  say, 
"How  perfectly  absurd!  I  think 
it's  hideous.  A  flower  garden 
isn't  a  geometry."  And  they'd 
walk  off  toward  the  lawn,  remarking 


that  that  wasn't  bad.  And  I, 
would  stay  and  admire  my  favorite 
corner." — Eleanor  M.  Clinton. 


Stolen  Hours 

When  I  was  a  little  girl  at  grand- 
father's, there  used  to  come  a  time 
each  evening  when  grandfather 
would  settle  back  comfortably  in 
his  chair  and  remark,  "Well,  shall 
we  have  some  music  ? ' '  Whereupon, 
my  youngest  aunt  would  toss  back 
her  thick  bronze  pigtail,  and  open- 
ing the  fascinating  box  that  I  must 
never  touch,  unwind  the  silken 
cover  of  her  violin.  Another  aunt, 
at  the  piano,  struck  the  tuning 
chords.  Then  everyone  was  still 
and  solemn,  and  I  stared  at  the 
carpet;  stared  and  stared  and 
thought  of  dismal  things.  After 
some  "pieces,"  I  was  sent  to  bed — 
a  distinct  relief,  though  I  should 
never  have  acknowledged  it — and, 
wriggling  blissfully  under  the  patch- 
work quilt,  I  heard  the  playing 
somehow  grown  enchanting — honey- 
clear  and  amber  tones,  harmonies 
like  twisted  peacock  feathers,  the 
touch  of  velvet  and  the  touch  of 
ice !  At  last,  breaking  a  silence  that 
still  throbbed,  for  me,  the  people 
came  up  stairs;  and  I  must  set 
myself  to  feigning  sleep,  the  price 
of  those  sweet  hours,  that  have  sanc- 
tified my  heart  and  softened  all  my 
memories. 

Janet  Randolph  Grace. 
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The  Snow  Leopard 

It  was  feeding  time  in  the  animal 
house.  The  tigers  and  panthers 
were  flinging  restlessly  about  their 
cages,  snarling  at  each  other  and 
looking  greedily  through  the  bars, 
and  even  the  lion  was  switching  his 
tail  and  giving  short  impatient 
roars,  but  the  snow  leopard,  quiet 
and  indifferent  on  its  shelf,  lay 
daintily  licking  its  paws.  Even 
when  a  large  piece  of  meat  was  thrust 
into  the  cage,  it  merely  glanced 
around  disinterestedly  and  bared 
its  white  teeth  in  a  delicate  yawn. 
It  was  a  graceful,  powerful  animal, 
pure  white  .except  for  its  intense 
green  eyes,  and  its  attitude  was  that 
of  some  pale  Eastern  queen  reclining 
languidly  on  a  divan  to  receive  the 
homage  of  her  subjects. 

"That  there  is  a  snow  leopard." 
I  heard  the  keeper  explaining 
proudly.  "It  don't  eat  except  at 
night."  Sometime  I  should  like  to 
stay  after  the  lights  have  been  put 
out,  and  see  the  great  leopard  cast 
off  its  dainty  languor  and  pounce 
upon  the  meat  like  a  silent  white 
shadow  with  green  eyes  burning 
through  the  darkness. 

S.  H.,  17. 


A  Funeral 


"Hannah,  Han-nah,  Harirnah" 
chanted  the  little  girl  as  she  danced 
into    flic    low-ceilinged    sunny    old 


kitchen.  "  You  never  made  me  my 
doll's  cake  yesterday  an'  all  the 
ladies  an'  all  the  gentlemen  sat  at 
the  table  an'  waited  an'  waited  an' 
waited  for  that  cake,  an'  I  was  so 
ashamed!" 

"W  de  Lord!"  The  old 
darkey's  crooning  ceased.  "  'Fo' 
de  Lord!"  She  exclaimed  again, 
the  very  picture  of  consternation. 
"Chile,  ef  I  didn't  clean  forgit 
dat  cake!  .  .  .  An'  all  on  account 
of  Aunt  Beer-Sheeby's  funeral,  too. 
There  ain't  no  use  in  tryin'  to  do 
two  things  at  onc't — prartic'lar 
when  them  two's  cookin'  an' 
mournin'." 

"But,  Hannah"  interrupted  the 
little  girl,  "You  weren't  mourning 
when  you  made  Mother's  big  cake 
yesterday — 'cause  you  weren't  cry- 
ing.    I  heard  you  singing." 

"  'Course  I  warn't  cryin'  jest 
then,  Miss  Sue."  This  reproach- 
fully.— "  'Course  not — I  hadn't  got 
on  my  cryin'  clothes  then.  But 
you  ought  to  have  seen  me  at  the 
funeral." 

"Yas'm,  it  was  a  re^-lar  funeral. 
It  beat  any  layin'  away  as  I  ever 
saw.  'Most  ev'ry  nigger  in  dis 
here  town  got  off  for  to  go,  an' 
let  alone  dat,  'stead  o'  goin'  jest 
common  like,  one  or  two  at  onc't, 
we  ;ill  forms  a  line  an'  goes  like 
an  Odd-Fellows'  parade  solemn 
like  An'  would  you  b'lieve  it, 
honey,  ev'ry  nigger  had  on  black — 
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ef  it  warn't  no  more'n  a  black 
ribbon  put  onto  a  red  dress,  like 
ole  Polly's." 

"Yas'm,  we  marches  right  up  to 
de  front  do'  of  de  corpse's  house, 
an'  we  goes  on  in  to  see  de  corpse — " 

"Did  you  really  see  Aunt  Sheeby 
after  she  was  dead,  Hannah?" 
asked  the  little  girl  in  an  awed 
voice. 

"Yas'm,  dat  I  did — sho'  as 
you're  livin,'  an'  it  was  such  a 
lay  in'  out  as  you  never  saw." 

"But,  I've  never  seen  any  at 
all,  Hannah." 

"WelPm,  you  won't  never  see 
one  like  dis  again.  Howsomever,  it 
was  just  as  it  should  be,  for  Aunt 


Sheeby  was  a  outdacious  good 
woman.  Her  name  was  took  out'n 
de  Bible — same  as  all  her  child'ens's 
— that's  'scusin'  Blondine,  and  she's 
a  washin'  powder — thar  was  Mary 
Magaleen  an'  Isreel,  an'  Oby — " 

The  little  girl  moved  restlessly, 
and  even  in  the  midst  of  her  remin- 
iscences, Hannah  remembered. 

"Thar,  now  honey,"  she  soothed, 
"Never  you  mind  an'  I'll  bake  you 
a  little  pan  o'  bread.  You  run 
along  now,  an'  doan  pester  yo'  ole 
Hannah  no  more,  'caze  it's  time 
these  here  beat'  biscuits  was  made 
out  long  ago." 

And  the  rattling  of  pans  silenced 
the  little  girl's  retreating  footsteps. 
A.  S.  W.,  '17. 


DULCI  FISTULA 

THE  SILVER  LINING 

I  longed  for  inspiration :  the  night  was  passing  fair, 

The  campus  bright  with  starshine,  and  Spring  was  in  the  air. 

A  lyric  trembled  in  my  thought — I  heard  a  firm  voice  say: 

"Oh,  there  you  are.     I've  wanted  you.     Your  dues,  please,  for  C.  A." 

The  night  grew  hateful  to  my  sight;  I  left  the  girl  and  fled: 
Gone  was  the  lyric,  but  a  wild  iambic  in  its  stead 
Cried  for  expression,  and  I  siezed  a  venom-pointed  stub — 
But  had  to  lay  it  down  to  pay  for  "Apples  at  Glee  Club." 


Class  dues,  Endowment  Fund,  and  fines.     All  these  I  had  to  pay. 
The  constant  noise  of  making  change  drove  litr'ry  thoughts  away. 
But  since  I  am  an  optimist,  I  feel  it  might  be  worse: 
Now  can  I  write,  like  Chaucer,  a  "Compleynt  unto  my  Purse" 

L.  E.  S.,  '16. 
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The  drafting  of  every  gar- 
ment is  under  the  direct 
supervision  of  Mr.  Victor 


Garments  for  Misses  and  Young  Women 
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1115  WALNUT  STREET 
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SpecifttPflices  fob  College  Girls' 


Slget19of  Lombard  Blouses 

IS  NOW  READY 

Latest  Models  in  Middy  Suits 

Skirts  :  Spring  Coats 

Outing  Hats  :  Storm  Coats 

Bloomers,  etc. 

A  copy  of  this  booklet  sent  upon  request 

HENRY  S.  LOMBARD 
22-26  MERCHANTS' ROW,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 
LADIES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 

EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 

First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 

Special  Prices  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

All  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 
24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  (port  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miai 

$25  and  up 

1618-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 


PHILADELPHIA 
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^tj^HILE  we  show  at  all 
Ml  times  a  large  and  care- 
^A/  fully  selected  stock  of 
high-grade  FURNITURE,  it 
is  at  this  time  we  are  able  to 
call  attention  to  an  unusually 
complete  and  fine  display  of 
the  newest  and  best  made 
furniture. 

Gifts  and  novelties  for  the 
Holiday  season, 

Karcher  and  Retro  Company 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 

Van  Horn  &  Son 

Theatrical  and  Historical  Costumers 

10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 

Delicious  Chocolates  and  Caramels 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a  box  of  SAUTTER'S, 
1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


BELL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


S.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 
1833  Spruce  Street 


Furrier 


INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists'  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  injuries  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    t*    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING,  PHILADELPHIA 

A.  POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :   Printing   :   Engraving 

PERSONAL  CARDS  AND  SOCIETY 
ENGRAVING.  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN   THE   HEART  OF  PHILADELPHIA 

THINGS  out  of  the  ORDINARY 

Dutch -Shop 

The  Place  for  X-MAS  CARDS 

13th  above  Walnut,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 


ForPerf 

Eyeglasses 


[[Daniel  E.Weston 


1623  CHESTNUT  STREET 
PHIL  AC  HI  A 


Habit  Making  A  Specialty 
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IMPORTER 
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RIBBONS        :       LACES        :        VEILINGS 

SILKS    :    VELVETS    :    HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 


Bell  Phone.  Gtn.  1480-01 


Open  Evenings 


JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 
1872 —  Caterer — ^ 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 


Estimates  carefully  given      ::     First-class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — Accommodates  100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 
leges, Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 
and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL   :  SHEEP  :  LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED    BEEF  ROOM    always  open   for   impaction 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  941 

Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,  N.  Y. 


CAPS,  GOWNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  College* 
and    Universities 

Bulletins,  etc. ,  upon  request 

Corriipondtntt   tolicltid 

Rich  Gowns  for  Faculties.  Pulpit  and  Bench 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULTS 

Every  Banking  Facility 

A.  A  HIRST.  President  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES.  Treasure! 

P.  A.  HART.  Trust  Officer 

E.M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 
Hot  Chocolate  and   Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa.         Ardmore,  Pa. 


JOHN  J.   McDEVITT 


PRINTING 


Programs 
Bill  Heads 


Tickets 
Letter  Heads 


Announcements 
Booklets,  etc. 


915  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR.  PA. 

(Next  to  the  Public  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.         Ml  Kinds  of 
Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 
Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

ARTS    AND    CRAFTS   GUILD 

OF    PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsic 
value  but  individuality. 
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THE  HOOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  Chestnut  Street 

Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  building 
SECONLV-ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 

CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 


DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY       SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK.  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DVCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 
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"COLUMBIA" 

Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


6YMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 


1  Hygienically  Made 

Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL   MAKERS 

301  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept.  "B"  for  catalogue 


HOTEL 
MARTHA  WASHINGTON 

29  East  29th  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just   off   Fifth   Avenue. 
The    Famous    Hotel   for   Women. 

Rates  $1.50  per  day  and  ua. 
For  parties  of  5  or  more  a 
large  room  at  $1  per  day  par 
person.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cents,  dinner  60  cents.  Spe- 
cial rates  for  long  periods. 
Comfort,  convenience  and 
PROTECTION,  all  important 
to  the  woman  traveler  In 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
the  Martha  Washington  In  their  highest  degree. 
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SEND    FOR    THE    COMPLETE 
PACKAGE  OUTFIT  CIRCULAR 

Be  sure  to  get  your  copy  of  the  new 

Royal  Society  Crochet  Book  No.  7      10c 
Forty-eight  puci,  ifltutrating  a   raricty  <if   beautiful  article!, 

wild  ",mpl»te  instructions. 


You  can  make  beautiful  articles 
of  wearing  apparel  and  house- 
hold decoration  through  the 
medium  of 


Embroidery 

Package  Outfits 

The  beauty  and  charm  of  Royal  Society  Creations, 
coupled  with  the  splendid  variety  and  exceptional 
value  they  offer,  make  them  of  genuine  interest 
to  needleworkers  elsewhere. 

They  have  the  high  quality  and  originality  of  design 
which  have  always  been  distinctive  features  of  all 
Royal  Society  Embroidery  and  Crochet  materials. 
Each  package  contains  stamped  materials  either 
made  up  or  ready  for  making,  sufficient  Royal  Society 
Floss  to  complete  the  embroidery,  full  instructions 
and  chart  of  stitches. 

There  are  handsome  Combination  Suits,  Nightgowns, 
Corset  Covers,  Dressing  Sacques,  Boudoir  Caps, 
Blouses,  Tea  Aprons,  Baby  Dresses  and  other 
articles  of  household  decoration  and  utility.  25c. 
to  $1.25  (except  in  Canada  and  foreign  countries). 

Illustration  Shows  No.  496,  the 

New  Made-up  Combination-    85c 

If  you  are  not  already  familiar  with  Royal  Society  Package 
Outfits  let  this  charming  garment  serve  as  an  introduction. 
Those  who  prefer  articles  of  household  utility  will  he  delighted 
with  the  new  "Love  Bird"  Set.  which  includes  Work  Bag,  Pillow 
Laundry  Bat;  Center  Piece.  Scarf  accompanied  hy  Pin  Cushion 
in  the  same  package,  and  Card  Table  Cover.  The  Laundry  Bag. 
Work  Bag  and  Card  TaUc  Cover  are  made  up.  Rctnil  at  pop 
ular  prices. 

Ask  Your  Denier  He  has  in  stock  or  can  procure  for  you 
any  Royal  Society  article,  including  Embroidery  Cotton  in  pure 
while  and  fust  colors;  Crochet  Cottons:  Celesta,  the  washable 
artificial  (ilk i  Cordichct;  Package  Outfits,  etc. 
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We  offer  the  services  of  our  Skilled  Labor,  Modern  Equip- 
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Write  for  Prices  on  Any  Kind  of  Printing 
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Who  Knows  Better  What's  Good? 

Bobbie  and  Betty  are  very  good  sometimes — two  or  three  times  a  week,  at  least — 
though  you  might  never  guess  it  from  their  roguish  faces,  and  then  mamma  gives 
them  for  dessert  something  which  they  like  very  much.  More  often  than  anything 
else  it  is  Jell-O,  not  merely  because  it  is  more  economical  and  easier  to  prepare  than 
the  other  good  things  they  like,  but  because  they  prefer  it  to  almost  anything  else 
and  because  it  is  good  for  them. 


is  pure  and  wholesome,  and  it  makes  up  into  an  almost  infinite  variety  of  dishes,  some 
to  appeal  to  the  must  fastidious  appetites,  and  others  to  satisfy  any  healthy  appetite. 

There  could  not  be  anything  better  for  the  Sunday  dinner  dessert  than  one  of  these 
delicious  dishes.  It  can  be  made  as  simple  or  as  elaborate  as  any  one  could  wish,  just 
as  the  Jell-0  dessert  for  every-day  dinner  can. 

A  beautiful  new  Jell-0  Book  tells  the  story  of  a  lovely  young  bride,  who  knew 
nothing  about  cooking,  but  who  soon  learned  how  to  make  up  delicious 
desserts  and  Balads.  Her  experiences  are  illustrated  in  reproductions 
ol  beautiful  paintings  made  for  the  hook  by  a  Boston  artist.  If  you 
will  write  and  ask  for  a  copy  of  this  book,  it  will 
In-  Bent  to  you  promptly—  free,  of  course. 

Jell-0  is  made  in  seven  pure  fruit  flavors: 
Strawberry,  Raspberry,  Lemon,  Orange,  Cherry, 
Peach,  Chocolate.  Each  10  cents  at  any  grocery 
or  general  More. 

THE  GENESEE  PURE  FOOD  CO.. 
Lc  Roy,  N.  Y.,  and  Bridgcburg,  Ont. 

.I'M  O  received   the   blahest   award,  the   (.RAND 
PRIZE,  al  the  Panama-Pacific  Exposition  :>t  San  Francis- 

( 'i.  :iihI  iii<-  Panama-California  Exposition  at  San  i)i<-ii<>. 
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MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 


N.   J.    LYONS 

BICYCLES  and  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEELS  TO  HIRE 
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FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
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Diamond  Merchants.  Jewelers 
Silversmiths,  Heraldists,  Stationers 
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The  Newest 

of  the 

New  Boots 
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Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 
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Caterer  and  Confectioner 
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Chocolate-covered  mint-marshmallows, 
honey-white  nougat,  chocolate-covered  cara- 
mels, "1842"  bitter  sweets,  chocolate-covered 
liquid  cherries  and  other  "lumps  of  delight." 
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EDITORIALS 

Poetry,  observes  the  Evening  Post,  is  coming  back  into  favor.  People 
are  beginning  again  to  read  verse  and  even  write  it  with  a  certain  ease 
and  naturalness.  If  one  dared  mention  it,  or  so  much  as  look — for  fear 
of  frightening  the  shy  spirit — might  one  not  find  traces  at  Bryn  Mawr? 
Bookish  Oxford,  we  are  told,  never  produced  the  poets  Cambridge  did; 
yet  it  has  several  collections  of  very  creditable  verse.  One  is  encouraged 
to  think  that  even  a  common  mortal  may  write  perhaps  one  poem,  and 
that  a  reawakening  of  song  will  find  echoes  even  within  our  narrow 
precincts.  In  the  wistful  time  of  greening  buds  and  soft  new  meanings 
about  the  bi-own  hills,  and  later,  now,  when  the  trees  are  a  gracious  white 
and  green,  docs  it  require  too  much  self-consciousness  to  formulate  the 
vague  spring  promptings?  We  are  young,  and  we  have  learned — a  little, 
enough  to  place  the  instrument  at  our  very  lips.  Inspiration  is  in  the 
springtime.     Shall  we  not  justify  the  prophet? 


Is  it  possible  to  go  to  the  village  alone?  We  admit  that  the  question 
seems  an  idle  and  absurd  our,  yet  in  view  of  certain  facts  that  have  come 
to  our  observation,  i>  must  be  Kivn  due  consideration.     Not  that  we 
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doubt  the  physical  possibilities  of  the  case — the  village  is  near  enough 
and  harmless  enough  to  permit  any  of  our  number  venturing  alone  into 
its  alluring  streets  with  perfect  assurance.  Yet,  when  we  want  to  go  to 
the  village,  we  inquire  hopefully  of  the  first  friend  we  meet  crossing  the 
campus  if  she  is  going.  If  she  is  not,  we  ask  the  second,  and  if  the  second 
shakes  her  head  we  anxiously  ask  the  third.  If  fate  is  against  us  and  the 
charms  of  the  village  are  not  potent  enough  to  win  us  any  companion,  we 
give  up  and  resign  ourselves  to  another  day  without  tooth-paste  or 
crackers.  We  try  to  occupy  ourselves  with  other  pursuits.  We  suffer 
from  disappointment,  but  we  stay  at  home.  Apparently  it  never  occurs 
to  us  that  we  are  perfectly  capable  of  making  the  trip  alone.  Have  we 
grown  so  dependent  upon  the  society  of  our  friends  at  college  that  we 
stand  in  peril  of  losing  our  cherished  and  much-vaunted  independence? 
Is  this  excessive  love  of  companionship  to  change  strong,  self-assertive, 
confident  individuals  to  weak,  timid,  helpless  creatures?  The  girl  who 
will  not  go  to  the  village  alone  is  surpassed  only  by  the  girl  who  waits 
patiently  for  over  an  hour  for  some  one  to  accompany  her  to  the  library. 
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SYMPHONY  IN  YELLOW 

The  robin's  golden  notes  at  dawn 

Clink  in  the  amber  bowl  of  day, 
The  tufted  dandelions  are  gay 

As  splashes  of  starshine  on  the  lawn. 

Canary-colored  daffodils 

Flutter  'midst  tulips  gleaming  bright 
As  marriage-torches ;  the  tawny  hills 

Are  steeped  in  honey-colored  light. 

Frances  E.  Allison,  '19. 
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"Remember,  Valentin,  the  Noah's 
ark  must  be  finished  this  afternoon. 
You  must  waste  no  time.  And 
when  Madame  brings  the  Mario- 
nettes to  be  mended  you  will  make 
a  thousand  apologies  and  tell  her 
it  is  not  our  fault,  but  the  fault 
of  the  hot  weather,  that  the  wires 
have  broken." 

The  door  closed  behind  the  master 
of  the  toy  shop,  and  Valentin,  his 
apprentice,  angrily  pushed  the 
Noah's  ark  from  him.  How  could 
he  be  expected  to  mend  Noah's 
arks  when  his  heart  had  been 
broken?  How  could  he  be  expected 
even  to  think  of  Noah's  arks  when 
Esptfrance,  Esperance  of  the  pink 
cheeks  and  the  stiff  white  cap, 
Esperance  the  only  woman  whom 
he  ever  had  or  ever  would  love 
had  walked  by  the  river  three 
nights  in  succession  with  the  artist 
from  Paris?     Of  course,  Esperance 


lived  at  the  chateau;  she  was 
nurse  to  Mademoiselle  Marie  and 
second  personal  maid  to  Madame 
herself — she  had  a  right  to  do  as 
she  pleased.  And,  he  reflected 
bitterly,  it  usually  pleased  her  to 
be  utterly  heartless.  Well,  he  had 
stood  many  things  from  her,  but 
this  time  she  had  gone  too  far. 
If  she  preferred  walking  by  the 
river  with  some  vagabond  who 
called  himself  an  artist,  it  didn't 
matter  to  him.  He,  Valentin, 
was  himself  an  artist  in  his  own 
way.  There  were  few  who  could 
fashion  and  paint  toys  as  he  could. 
Well,  he  would  take  refuge  in  his 
art.  He  would  show  her  he  cared 
nothing  for  her.  Eagerly  he  drew 
the  Noah's  ark  towards  him  again 
and  began  whittling  the  animals 
into  shape.  Esp6rance  didn't  like 
his  art?  She  thought  it  was  drab 
and  trivial  to  make  toys?      Well, 
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let    her    think    it.      It    made    no 
difference  to  him,  absolutely  none — 

The  bell  tinkled  loudly  and 
Esperance  appeared  in  the  door- 
way, the  puppet  stage  in  her  hands. 
Her  apron  was  without  a  wrinkle; 
not  a  lock  of  her  dark  hair  was 
out  of  place;  her  stiff  black  skirt 
rustled  and  the  streamers  from  her 
crisp  white  cap  floated  straight 
out  behind  her  as  she  walked 
briskly  over  to  the  counter. 

Valentin  gasped.  "Esperance," 
he  exclaimed.  "Esperance,  I  adore 
you!  Will  you  walk  with  me  by 
the  river  tonight?" 

"Idiot,"  returned  Esperance.  It 
was  what  she  always  said  at 
moments  such  as  these  and  it 
usually  had  the  effect  of  silencing 
Valentin,  but  today  he  was 
desperate. 

"Esperance,  you  are  ravishing! 
There  is  no  one  in  the  world  one- 
half  so  beautiful!  You  cannot 
refuse " 

"This  second  wire,"  broke  in 
Esperance  coldly,  "is  the  one  which 
must  be  mended,  and  the  paint 
has  rubbed  off  the  lady's  hair. 
You  will  do  it  as  rapidly  as  pos- 
sible. It  is  Mile.  Marie's  favorite 
toy." 

But  Valentin  was  not  listening. 
He  had  been  seized  with  a  poetic 
idea. 

"Look,"  he  cried,  "those  two 
puppets,  they  are  the  story  of  our 
life.      The  proud   princess   at  the 


window  of  her  palace,  the  poor 
minstrel  who  sings  with  his  guitar 
at  her  window,  and  she  will  never 
listen.  That  princess,  it  is  you; 
that  singer,  it  is  I.  And  you  will 
never  listen.  Ah,  mon  Dieu, 
mon  Dieu."  And  Valentin  paced 
the  room,  wringing  his  hands, 
quite  overcome  by  his  own  emotion. 

But  Esperance,  with  raised  eye- 
brows and  a  loudly  rustling  skirt, 
had  already  reached  the  door. 

"Remember,  it  is  Mile.  Marie's 
favorite."  And  the  bell  tinkled 
behind  her. 

Valentin  stopped  and  stood  a 
long  time  looking  at  the  little 
stage.  Then  suddenly  he  ran  to 
the  corner,  drew  out  his  tool  box, 
refilled  the  little  paint  pots,  cleaned 
his  brushes  and  set  to  work. 

"Just  once  more  we  will  try 
if  she  has  a  heart,"  he  muttered. 

Late  that  afternoon  when  all 
the  other  shops  were  closed  and 
the  people  of  the  village  were 
eating  their  supper,  Valentin  was 
still  bending  over  the  puppets. 

Esperance  was  busy  sewing  on 
Madame's  black  evening  dress  when 
the  marionettes  arrived  the  next 
morning.  She  was  so  busy  that 
she  did  not  notice  Mile.  Marie's 
expression  of  surprise  and  consterna- 
tion. She  did  not  look  up  at  all 
until  she  heard  the  child's  loud 
sobs. 

"Mon  Dieu,  what  is  the  matter, 
Mile.  Marie?"  she  asked. 
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"Oh,  look,  Esperance. 

Esperance  looked.  The  little 
troubadour  puppet  singing  under 
the  window  had  lost  his  guitar. 
Instead  he  held  a  sword,  large, 
shiny,  murderous,  and  it  was 
pointed  unmistakably  towards  his 
heart. 

"Oh,  Esperance,"  sobbed  Mile. 
Marie,  "he  is  going  to  kill  him- 
self!    He  is  going  to  die!" 

"Bah,  and  what  do  you  know 
of  death,  Mile.  Marie?"  exclaimed 
Esperance,  snatching  the  sword 
away  and  throwing  it  in  the  scrap 
basket.  "Most  certainly  he  is  not 
going  to  kill  himself.  You  must 
not  have  such  foolish  ideas."  With 
which  she  dried  Mile.  Marie's  eyes 
and  went  on  briskly  with  her 
work.  Had  Mile.  Marie  been  an 
observant  child,  however,  she  might 
have  noticed  that  Esperance  seemed 
preoccupied  during  the  rest  of 
the  morning.  After  luncheon  Es- 
perance lingered  a  moment  in  the 
kitchen  to  take  the  second  cook 
aside  and  ask  her  anxiously  if  men 
really  ever  did  kill  themselves  for 
love;  and  upon  the  second  cook's 
replying  gloomily  that  such  things 
happened  every  day,  she  shuddered 
and  grow  quite  pule  and  left  the 
room  hastily. 

Valentin,  on  his  part,  spent  the 
morning  pacing  the  toy  shop  and 
running  his  fingers  through  his 
hair  in  an  agony  of  doubt.  His 
agitation  only  increased  as  the  time 


passed,  and  when  he  saw  Madame 's 
two  fat  horses  pacing  over  the 
cobblestones,  drawing  behind  them 
the  carriage  containing  Madame, 
Mile.  Marie  and  Esperance,  he 
could  scarcely  control  himself. 
Would  she  smile  at  him  en- 
couragingly? Or  would  she  throw 
him  a  compassionate  glance  from 
her  matchless  eyes?  He  shouted 
these  questions  at  himself  above 
the  loud  beating  of  his  heart, 
then  the  door  opened  and  she 
was  there  carrying  the  little  stage, 
her  cheeks  pinker,  her  apron 
whiter,  her  cap  stiffer,  her  whole 
appearance  more  indifferent  than 
ever. 

"Valentin,"  she  said  coldly,  "you 
have  made  a  bad  job  of  these  toys. 
It  is  disgraceful  to  have  them 
break  again  so  soon.  See  that 
you  mend  them  better  this  time." 
And  she  slammed  the  door  behind 
her. 

Valentin  stood  dumb  by  the 
counter.  Not  a  word,  not  a  sign. 
Was  it  possible  that  women  could 
be  so  cruel?  Ah,  what  a  hideous 
place  the  world  was!  He  felt 
that  his  sorrow  had  aged  him  twenty 
years  as  he  slowly  drew  the  curtain. 
But  all  at  once  he  checked  him- 
self in  the  middle  of  a  heartrending 
sigh  and  stared  with  wide,  un- 
believing eyes  at  the  puppets. 
Some  one  had  been  adjusting  the 
wires,     tying    and     twisting    them 

with  deft  fingers.     The  little  prin- 
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cess  puppet  had  been  turned  from 
her  original  position  so  that  now 
she  leaned  graciously  over  the 
window  sill,  just  on  the  point  of 
dropping  a  tiny  red  rose  which 
she  held  in  her  stiffly  outstretched 
hand. 

"Those  marionettes  here  again? 
What  is  the  matter  now?"  the 
master  of  the  toy  shop  was  asking 
gruffly. 

"Yes,"  replied  Valentin.  "Mile. 
Marie  is  very  rough  with  her  toys." 

The  marionettes  did  not  reach 
the    chateau   until    late   the   next 


morning.  Mile.  Marie,  who  had 
been  waiting  impatiently,  was 
annoyed  at  the  delay,  but  when 
she  drew  the  curtain  she  gave  a 
cry  of  delight. 

"Look,  Esperance,  it  is  all  differ- 
ent. It  is  a  wedding  procession. 
He  is  going  to  marry  the  princess. 
Oh,  Esperance,  how  they  must 
love  each  other!" 

Esperance,  who  had  been  look- 
ing over  her  shoulder,  sighed  deeply 
and  looked  up  at  the  ceiling. 

"Ah,  Mile.  Marie,  and  what  do 
you  know  of  love?" 

Sakah  Hinde,  '17. 
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SEVENTEEN 
By  Booth  Tarkington 

William  Sylvanus  Baxter,  "going 
on  eighteen,"  is  in  love.  In  his  own 
words,  it  is  "real  love,"  and  "if 
it's  real  love,  well,  it's — it's  sacred;" 
it  is  the  kind  "nobody  can  under- 
stand unless  they  feel  it."  The 
ineffably  dainty  and  fluffy  Miss 
Pratt  is  visiting  in  his  small  town 
during  the  summer.  This  ravishing 
maid,  who  always  cuddles  her  tiny 
cottony-haired  doglet,  further  vic- 
timizes William  and  his  friends  by 
her  cooing  baby-talk,  representing 
for  them  the  essence  of  femininity 
in  its  most  sublime  form. 

William's  first  call  is  one  to  pro- 
duce an  impression.  Arrayed  in 
his  father's  dress-suit,  his  dashing 
raiment  gives  him  high  superiority 
over  any  rivals.  From  the  evening 
of  this  first  call  dates  William's 
period  of  peculiar  sensitiveness. 
His  ten  year  old  sister  Jane  is,  he 
feels,  a  mortification  his  parents 
might  have  spared  him.  Hers  is 
a  passion  for  appearing  in  exposed 
places  eating  bread  -  and  -  butter, 
covered  with  apple-sauce  and  pow- 
dered sugar.  Her  total  lack  of 
discipline  and  etiquette,  which  has 
caused  the  fastidious  visitor  to  ask 
the  tortured  William  "Who  is  that 
curious  child?"  later  leads  William 
to  make  an  indignant  appeal  to  his 


mother   to    "do    something   about 
Jane." 

The  summer  months  full  of  day 
dreams,  castles-in-the-air,  and  thril- 
ling moments  passed  in  Miss  Pratt's 
company,  fly  all  too  quickly,  but 
not  without  bringing  many  soul- 
racking  agonies  to  the  love-sick 
youth.  Mr.  Tarkington  has  that 
rare  insight  into  the  inner  workings 
of  the  boyish  mind  so  universally 
considered  an  enigma.  One  is 
completely  fascinated  by  the  novel 
revelation  of  longings  and  dis- 
appointments, moods  and  preju- 
dices of  the  growing  boy,  which 
one  finds  in  this  exceptionally 
"different"  book. 

E.  Kelly,  '16. 


THE  STORY  OF  A  PIONEER 

By  Anna  Howard  Shaw 

It  is  significant  that  at  the  end 
of  a  generation  which  has  fought 
doggedly  for  women's  rights,  two 
leaders,  one  in  America  and  the 
other  in  England,  should  write 
histories  of  their  lives  and  of  the 
cause  for  which  they  are  at  present 
working.  It  is  necessary  that  our 
generation  should  know  the 
struggles  of  the  women  who  have 
made  possible  some  of  the  freedom 
we  possess  that  we  may  be  en- 
couraged to  carry  on  their  work. 
Ability   such    as    Miss   Shaw    has, 
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is  rare  and  absolutely  necessary 
for  breaking  the  way.  Those  of 
us  who  use  the  trail  are  greater  in 
numbers,  and  we  must  not  let  our 
combined  strength  fall  below  the 
noble  leaders  of  the  past. 

To  the  great  biographer,  as  to 
all  great  people,  the  lack  of  self- 
consciousness  is  essential.  Miss 
Shaw  in  her  biography  shows  an 
aptitude  for  standing  aside  to  look 
at  herself  with  a  twinkle  in  her 
eye.  To  her,  as  to  Meredith, 
the  thoughtful  Comic  spirit  is  a 
wise  and  sane  guide  for  inter- 
preting life. 

Miss  Shaw's  childhood  is  still 
warm  in  her  memory,  and  her 
impersonal  manner  of  choosing  sig- 
nificant detail  brings  all  of  her 
anecdotes  before  our  eyes  with  a 
charming  vividness.  The  wise 
sanity  of  her  viewpoint  is  present 
throughout  the  biography  and  in- 
spires the  reader's  confidence. 

The  events  in  Miss  Shaw's  life 
are  varied  and  exciting.  She  has 
been  a  pioneer  in  many  ways — and 
the  strength  developed  on  the 
Michigan  frontier  has  served  her 
well  against  opposition  all  her  life, 
while  the  grandeur  of  the  per- 
sonality developed  under  such  op- 
position holds  one  spellbound. 

Suffrage  to  Miss  Shaw,  unlike 
Mrs.  Pankhurst,  came  as  the  evolu- 
tion, almost  the  climax  of  an 
active  life.  She  left  her  family  to 
become  a  preacher.  After  a  gigantic 
fight,  this  was  accomplished.     At 


the  end  of  seven  years  preaching 
Miss  Shaw  writes: 

"At  the  end  of  seven  years  on 
Cape  Cod,  my  soul  sent  forth  a 
sudden  call  to  arms.  I  was,  it 
reminded  me,  taking  life  too  easily; 
I  was  in  danger  of  settling  into  an 
agreeable  routine.  The  work  of 
my  two  churches  made  little  drain 
on  my  superabundant  vitality,  and 
not  even  the  winning  of  a  medical 
degree  and  the  increasing  demands 
of  my  activities  on  the  lecture 
platform  wholly  eased  my  con- 
science. I  was  happy,  for  I  loved 
my  people  and  they  seemed  to  love 
me.  It  would  have  been  pleasant 
to  go  on  almost  indefinitely,  living 
the  life  of  a  country  minister,  and 
telling  myself  that  what  I  could 
give  to  my  flock  made  such  a  life 
worth  while.  But  all  the  time  deep 
in  my  heart,  I  realized  the  needs 
of  the  outside  world  and  heard 
its  prayer  for  workers.  My  theo- 
logical and  medical  courses  in 
Boston,  with  the  experiences  that 
accompanied  them,  had  greatly 
widened  my  horizon.  Moreover  at 
my  invitation,  many  of  the  noble 
women  of  the  day  were  coming  to 
East  Dennis  to  lecture,  bringing 
with  them  the  stirring  atmosphere 
of  the  conflicts  they  were  waging." 

The  book  is  written  in  a  charm- 
ingly informal  style;  it  is  full  of 
interest,  courage  and  a  kindly 
humor.  No  volume  can  offer 
more  entertaining,  instructive,  or 
inspiring  thoughts.    J.  Deming, '16. 
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IN  THE  PULLMAN  TRAIN 

"Listen  John,  dear,  isn't  this 
just  too  sweet  for  words?"  The 
voice  was  quite  loud  and  from 
across  the  aisle  so  that  I  listened 
too.  It  was  on  the  Pullman  train 
coming  back  from  New  York. 
"It's  a  story  about  Pollyanna,  a 
little  orphan  girl,  and  she's  telling 
her  Aunt  why  she's  so  glad,  always ; 
'I  play  the  glad  game  because 
I  think  my  mother  up  in  heaven 
will  be  happy  when  she  sees  that 
I'm  trying  to  be  glad  all  the 
time.'  " 

I  can't  remember  the  exact  quota- 
tion, but  there  was  some  mention 
of  our  celestial  home  in  it,  and  the 
words  fairly  quavered  with  emotion. 
I  looked  across  the  aisle,  and  found 
that  the  voice  I  had  heard  suited 
its  owner  very  well.  She  was  a 
comfortable  looking  lady  of  about 
the  age  that  word  connotes.  She 
had  blonde  hair  and  a  nice,  safe, 
stay-on-well  hat  of  peacock  green 
velvet;  her  face  was  quite  fat  and 
she  had  several  chins.  On  her 
waist  she  wore  a  gold  watch  on  a 
fleur-de-lis  pin. 

John  had  his  back  to  me  but  I 
could  see  the  top  of  his  head.  His 
hair  was  black  with  a  sprinkling 
of  gray.  When  the  loud,  emo- 
tional voice  stopped,  John  leaned 
the  aisle  and  spoke  to  the 
man  in  front  of  me. 


"Well,  how  many  orders  for  the 
velvet  model  did  you  get?" 

The  comfortable  lady  seemed 
nothing  disconcerted  and  went  on 
reading  with  a  pleasant  smile.  I 
turned  to  my  book  but  could  not 
help  thinking 

"She  wears  a  red  flannel  petticoat 
and  if  ever  she  reads  accounts  of 
suffrage  meetings  she'll  turn  to 
John  and  say,  'Woman's  place  is 
on  the  hearth,  don't  you  think  John 
dear?'  and  she  won't  mind  if  John 
doesn't  answer." 

M.  Janet  Pauling,  '17. 


BLUE  CHINA 

One  of  the  treasures  of  my 
childhood  was  a  blue  bowl,  of 
willow  pattern,  which  held  bread 
and  milk  at  supper.  After  the 
bread  and  milk  was  finished  I 
would  sit  gazing  into  the  blue 
bowl  until,  for  the  time,  I  became 
in  spirit  a  quiet-souled  denizen  of 
that  happy  land.  I  passed  dreamy 
days,  sitting  between  two  tranquil 
mandarins  on  the  bank  of  a  stream 
and  waiting  for  fish  that  never 
came.  I  watched  heavy-winged 
pigeons  circling  above  my  head, 
and  the  endless  drifting  of  soft 
blue  clouds.  At  the  end  of  the 
stream  was  an  arched  bridge  and 
a  ruined  tower,  where  I  slept  o' 
nights  and  listened  to  the  pigeons 
crooning    in    the    eaves.       At    the 
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crest  of  a  little  hill  a  friend  lived, 
and  we  would  meet  in  the  early- 
morning,  in  that  blue  field  of 
flowers — asphodel  was  it,  or  only- 
cowslips  that  had  "  suffered  a '  china- 
change?  '  " — and  then  all  day  to 
fishing  in  the  quiet  stream.  Far 
away  across  the  level  fields  were 
blue  mountains  against  the  sky. 
We  never  went  to  climb  them, 
only  sat  dreaming  of  them  all 
day  long.  Somehow,  I  was  always 
loath  to  come  back  from  the  blue 
bowl  to  the  bustle  and  hurry  of 
life.  I  should  face  life  with  some- 
thing of  lofty  calm  if  I  knew  that 
somewhere  there  was  a  hook  and 
line — and  a  bank  of  blue  cowslips 
— awaiting  me. 


MOONLIGHT 

Somehow,  life  never  seems  so  full 
of  possibilities  as  it  did  when  I  was 
between  five  and  ten.  Then  it 
always  seemed  that  the  most  de- 
lightful things  might  happen — not 
tomorrow,  perhaps,  but  some  day. 
The  most  entrancing  adventures 
were  waiting  to  be  called,  and  the 
most  preposterous  things  were 
hidden  by  the  crest  of  the  next 
hill. 

The  impossible  things  never 
seemed  so  real  as  they  did  one 
winter  evening  when  I  came  in 
late  from  sliding  and  sat  toasting 
my  feet  at  the  fire.  Tea  had  been 
kept   for  me   and   I   sat   enjoying 


the  sticky  sweetness  of  scones  and 
marmalade.  The  room  was  bathed 
in  the  cool,  silvery  light  of  the 
white  lamp.  On  the  lamp-shade 
was  etched  in  sharp,  delicate  lines 
an  enchanting  landscape,  with  slope 
and  glade,  with  little  round  bushes 
and  hill  that  ran  up  toward  a  sky 
with  floating  clouds.  The  white 
light  was  warmed  and  mellowed 
by  the  glow  of  the  fire.  In  the  next 
room  my  sister  was  playing,  over 
and  over,  "Au  clair  de  la  lune". 
The  little  tinkling  tune  wove  itself 
into  my  thoughts.  Very  softly 
she  began  to  sing.  I  heard  the 
faint  notes  of  the  music  and  in 
snatches,  some  of  the  words.  "Au 
clair  de  la  lune",  "Mon  ami  Pier- 
rot," "Ma  chandelle  est  morte," 
"Je  n'ai  plus  de  feu,"  and  at  the 
last,  very  faintly,  "Pour  l'amour — 
l'amour  —  de  —  Dieu!"  Suddenly 
it  was  as  if  I  stood  at  the  bottom 
of  the  white  hill.  The  leaves  on 
the  bushes  turned  in  a  sharp  little 
wind,  and  I  saw  that  the  under 
side  was  black,  just  as  I  had  always 
imagined.  All  the  white  light 
seemed  to  be  streaming  from  over 
the  crest.  There,  a  dance  was  in 
progress,  for  a  ring  of  grotesque 
figures  went  skipping  round  and 
round  against  the  white  sky.  Sud- 
denly the  ring  broke  and  scattered 
and  the  dancers  came  running  and 
tumbling  down  the  long  hill.  They 
made  a  great  clattering,  for  they 
had  hoofs  instead  of  feet.     Their 
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legs  were  hairy  and  bent  back- 
ward at  the  knees.  Their  laughter 
was  harsh  and  loud,  but  they  were 
very  merry.  At  their  head  danced 
Pierrot,  just  as  I  had  always  known 
he  would  be — slim  and  supple  and 
light  as  a  will  o'  the  wisp,  in  his 
white  pantaloons  and  black  rosettes. 
His  face  was  as  white  as  chalk 
and  his  eyebrows  were  painted 
in  little  black  points.  He  danced 
in  and  out  between  the  satyrs, 
so  fast  that  I  could  hardly  see 
the  twinkling  of  his  black  satin 
slippers.  In  his  hand  was  a  lighted 
candle  and  however  madly  he 
danced  the  flame  neither  nickered 
nor  went  out.  Over  the  crest 
of  the  hill  crept  Columbine,  in 
a  frilly  nightgown  that  came  down 
to  her  little  white  feet.  Her  hair 
was  braided,  her  face  pale  and 
her  eyes  heavy  with  weeping.  In 
her  hand  she  carried  a  long  taper, 
unlighted,  with  a  blackened  wick. 
She  began  running  in  and  out 
among  the  satyrs,  trying  to  light 
the  taper  at  the  flame  of  Pierrot's. 
It  seemed  that  he  and  the  satyrs 
were  mocking  her.  Sometimes  they 
closed  about  her  in  a  circle,  as  if 


she  were  "in  the  mustard  pot." 
Sometimes  they  ran  away,  looking 
back  wickedly  over  their  shoulders 
as  she  stood  there  alone  with  the 
tears  running  down  her  cheeks. 
Once  Pierrot  stood  still  with  his 
hands  behind  his  back  and  let 
her  choose  for  the  one  with  the 
candle  in  it — but  she  chose  the 
wrong  hand,  and  he  blew  her  a 
kiss  and  ran  off  over  the  hill, 
with  the  others  clattering  behind, 
following  the  light  of  his  taper 
and  the  sound  of  his  silvery  laugh. 
Last  of  all  was  Columbine,  stoop- 
ing to  pick  up  the  tail  of  her  night- 
gown before  she,  too,  crept  away 
over  the  crest  of  the  hill. 

Suddenly  I  was  back  before  the 
fire.  Beside  me  was  the  lamp, 
with  the  white  light  streaming  over 
the  hill,  where  Pierrot  had  led  the 
satyrs  and  where  Columbine  had 
followed,  weeping.  The  piano  was 
still  tinkling  in  the  next  room. 
When  I  shut  my  eyes  I  could  almost 
hear  Columbine's  plaintive  voice 
over  the  crest  of  the  hill — that 
hill  over  which  all  the  gay,  sad, 
impossible  things  lived. 

M.  S.  Rupert,  '18. 
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DULCI  FISTULA 

THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  AESTHETIC  ASH-MAN 

'Twas  he  who  took  away  (each  second  day) 

The  ashes  from  the  can. 
What  need  I  tell  of  sullen  air, 
Of  ragged  beard  and  unkempt  hair? 
Full  often  you  yourself  have  seen,  I'll  swear, 

Just  such  a  man ! 

"A  dull  life  this,"  I  thought,  "that  deals  with  naught 

Save  ashes  in  a  can. 
A  soul  that's  dead  to  life's  delight, 
A  sense  of  beauty  smothered  quite, 
Must  come  from  it" — I  thought,  but  thought  not  right 

About  the  man. 

For  once  a  bunch  of  roses  (faded  posies !) 

He  found  within  the  can. 
They  lay  quite  dead  and  withered  there. 
Just  one  alone  was  fresh  and  fair — 
He  smiled  and  wore  it  as  a  boutonniere, 

This  grim  ash-man! 

S.  H.,  '17. 
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Garments  for  Misses  and  Young  Women 

Style  Models  that  possess  the  natty  lines 
that    especially  appeal    to  young  folks 

SPORT  SUITS  and  NORFOLK 
$30 


The  drafting  of  every  gar- 
ment is  under  the  direct 
supervision  of  Mr.  Victor 


BENJ.  S.  VICTOR  C 

1115  WALNUT  STREET 
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SpeciAbPfiiees  fob  College  GtirxX 


SSw  Lombard  Blouses 

IS  NOW  READY 

Latest  Models  in  Middy  Suits 

Skirts  :  Spring  Coats 

Outing  Hats  :  Storm  Coats 

Bloomers,  etc. 

A  copy  of  this  booklet  sent  upon  request 

HENRY  S.  LOMBARD 

22-26  MERCHANTS' ROW,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


CHARLES  W.  LEUPOLD 
LADIES'  TAILOR  AND  DRESSMAKER 

1713  ARCH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA 

EDWIN  BELTZ 
Fancy  Tailoring  and  Gowns  of  all  Descriptions 

First-class  Work  at  Moderate  Prices 

Special  Prices  for  Students 


WILLOW  CHAIRS 

AH  Shapes,  Sizes  and  Finishes 
at  Lowest  Prices 

Starting  at  $3.50 


SLIP  COVERS 
WALL  PAPERS 


CRETONNES 
FOUR  POST  BEDS 


William  C.  Patton,  Jr. 

FURNITURE  &  DECORATIONS 

24  S.  Eighteenth  Street 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 


W.  H.  EMBICK  &  SONS 

PRESENT 

THE  CRICKET  SUIT 

An  original  creation  in  a  sport  model 
Especially  adapted  to  the  School  Miss 

$25  and  up 

1618-20  CHESTNUT  STREET 


CAP  AND  GOWN 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

At  Special  Prices 

POTT  STUDIO,  1318  Chestnut  St. 


PHILADELPHIA 
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^-m-^HILE  we  show  at  all 
|  ;  J  times  a  large  and  care- 
VAx  fully  selected  stock  of 
high-grade  FURNITURE,  it 
is  at  this  time  we  are  able  to 
call  attention  to  an  unusually 
complete  and  fine  display  of 
the  newest  and  best  made 
furniture. 

Gifts  and  novelties  for  the 
Holiday  season, 

Karcher  and  Rehn  Company 

1608-1610  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


We  respectfully  solicit 
your  patronage 

Van  Horn  &  Son 

Theatrical  and  Historical  Costomers 

10  SOUTH  TENTH  STREET 

Delicious  Chocolates  and  Caramels 

are  our  candy  specialties.  We  send  them 
to  any  city  and  have  for  this  purpose 
specially  made,  neat  wooden  boxes.  A 
delightful  gift  is  a  box  of  SAUTTER'S, 
1227  CHESTNUT  STREET 


BELL  PHONE 


LOCUST  1534 


S.  SACKS 

Ladies'  Tailor  and  Importer 
1833  Spruce  Street 

Furrier  Habit  Making  A  Specialty 


INSURANCE 

Fire  or  Burglary  Insurance  on  students' 
personal  effects  while  at  college  or 
elsewhere. 

Tourists'  Floating  Insurance  on  personal 
effects  for  all  risks  in  transit,  hotels, 
etc.,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad. 

Automobile  Insurance,  covering  damage 
to  car,  and  liability  for  injuries  to 
persons. 

LONGACRE    L*    EWING 

BULLITT  BUILDING,  PHILADELPHIA 

A.  POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
Stationery  :   Printing  :  Engraving 

PERSONAL  CARDS  AND  SOCIETY 
ENGRAVING.  THAT  REFLECT  THE 
REFINEMENT  OF  THE  INDIVIDUAL 

34  and  36  South  Fifteenth  Street 

IN  THE   HEART  OF  PHILADELPHIA 

THINGS  out  of  the  ORDINARY 

Dutch -Shop 

The  Place  for  X-MAS  CARDS 

13th  above  Walnut,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 


ForPerfect 
Eyeglasses 


[(Daniel  EWestoit 


1623  CHESTNUT  STREET 
PHILADELPHIA 
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GEORGE  ALLEN 

Incorporated 
-CHESTNUT  STREET  — 
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IMPORTER 

TRIMMED  HATS    :    FLOWERS 

RIBBONS       :       LACES       :        VEILINGS 

SILKS   :    VELVETS   :   HOSIERY 

NOTIONS 

YOUR  PATRONAGE  REQUESTED 

Bell  Phone,  Gtn.  1480-01  Open  Evenings 

JOHN  S.  TROWER,  Inc. 
1872 —  Caterer — >«« 

5706  GERMANTOWN  AVENUE 


Estimates  carefully  given     ::     First-class  service  assured 
Large  Dining  Room — Accommodates  100  Persons 

H.  D.  REESE 

1203  FILBERT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 

VICTUALER  to  the  leading  Schools,  Col- 
leges, Hotels,  Clubs,  Restaurants 
and  Dining  Cars 

WITH 

FANCY  NATIVE  BEEF 

COUNTRY  VEAL  :  SHEEP  :  LAMB 

PORK  AND  PROVISIONS 

COOLER,  CORNED  BEEF  ROOM  always  open  for  infraction 


Under  U.  S.  Government  Inspection.  Establishment  No.  941 


Intercollegiate  Bureau 

of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 

ALBANY,  N.  Y. 

Makers  of 

CAPS,  GOWNS 
and  HOODS 

To  the  American  College! 
and    Universities 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

INTEREST  ALLOWED  ON  ALL  DEPOSITS 
SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  FOR  RENT 

SILVER  AND  STORAGE  VAULTS 

Every  Banking  Facility 

A  A  HIRST.  President  JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES.  Treasure! 

P.  A  HART.  Trust  Officer 

E.M.  FENNER,  Confectioner 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices  -  Frozen  Fruits 
Choice  Confections 
Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee  Served 


Bryn  Mawr,  Pa.         Ardmore,  Pa. 
JOHN  J.   McDEVITT 


PRINTING 


Programs 
Bill  Heads 


Bulletins,  etc. ,  upon  request 

Corrtifonitne   Soliilitd 

Rich  Gowns  for  Faculties,  Pulpit  and  Bench 
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Tickets  Announcements 

Letter  Heads       Booklets,  etc 

91S  LANCASTER  AVE.  BRYN  MAWR.  PA. 

(Next  to  the  PubUc  School) 

C.  D.  EDWARDS 

CONFECTIONER 

Chocolate  Layer  Cake  a  Specialty 
Ice  Cream  and  Ices  Fine  Fancy  Cakes 

Ramsey  Building,  Lancaster  Avenue 
Telephone  Connection  Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.         All  Kinds  or 

Stationery.     Prescriptions  a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Established  1884.  CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

ARTS   AND    CRAFTS  GUILD 

OF   PHILADELPHIA 

Nos.  235-237  South  Eleventh  Street 
Invites  you  to  its  salesrooms 
The  articles  on  sale  are  hand-made  and 
represent  the  intelligent  work  of  trained 
craftsmen.  Therefore  when  purchasing 
gifts  here  they  not  only  have  intrinsic 
value  but  individuality. 
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Pennocfy  Brothers 

1 514  Chestnut  Street 


THE  HOOVER  &  SMITH  COMPANY 

616  CHESTNUT  STREET 

Invites  your  Patronage  for  Two  Reasons 

FIRST-SECURITY 

Workrooms  and  showrooms  in  the  same  building 
SECOND— ECONOMY 

Location  down  town,  avoiding  high  expense 


CHRISTMAS  STOCK  READY 


MAKERS  OF  BRYN  MAWR  CLASS  RINGS 

DIAMONDS       WATCHES       JEWELRY        SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS       MEDALS       PRIZES       TROPHIES 


GYMNASIUM  JUMPERS  AND  BLOOMERS 
NECKERCHIEFS,  BLACK,  RED.  BLUE  AND  WHITE 

SUITS  OF  SERGE,  KHAKI,  DUCK,  LINEN,  ETC.  TO  ORDER 

THE  ARMY  &  NAVY  STORE  CO. 

SUCCESSORS  TO 

ALEXANDER  SLOAN,  JR.  &  CO. 

225  MARKET  STREET  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Form 
"B" 


"COLUMBIA" 

Athletic  Apparel  for  Girls  and  Women 


GYMNASIUM  SUITS 
SEPARATE  BLOOMERS 
ROWING  TROUSERS 
EQUESTRIENNE  CLOTHES 
ATHLETIC  SKIRTS 
NORFOLK  JACKETS 


MIDDY  BLOUSES 
SWIMMING  SUITS 
DANCING  COSTUMES 
SCHOOL  AND  CAMP 
OUTFITS— SPORT  HATS 
BRASSIERES  AND  GARTERS 


Hygienically  Made 
Consumers'  League  Endorsement 

COLUMBIA  GYMNASIUM  SUIT  COMPANY 

ACTUAL  MAKERS 

30 1  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Address  Dept.  "B"  for  catalogue 


HOTEL 
MARTHA  WASHINGTON 

29  East  29th  Street,  New  York  City, 

Just  oft   Fifth   Avenue. 
The    Famous    Hotel   for   Women. 

Kates  $1.50  per  day  and  up. 

For  parties  of  5  or  more  a 
large  room  at  $1  per  day  per 
person.  Table  d'hote  luncheon 
40  cents,  dinner  50  cents.  Spe- 
cial rates  for  long  periods. 
Comfort,  convenience  and 
PEOTECTION,  all  important 
to  the  woman  traveler  In 
the  Metropolis,  are  found  at 
the  Martha  Washington  In  their  highest  degree. 
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Upon  request  we  will  send 

exact  instructions  for  making 

yoke  illustrated 


Make  This   Beautiful  Yoke 
Yourself 

It  is  easy  and  inexpensive  and  the  beauty 
and  the  lasting  charm  of  the  finished  piece 
will  convey  to  you  better  than  words  why 
discriminating  workers  of  crochet  always  use 


Cordichet 
The  Perfect  Crochet  Cotton 

for  embellishing  articles  of  wearing  apparel 
and  home  decoration. 

Cordichet  is  a  thread  that  may  truly  be  called 
perfect,  because  in  every  step  of  its  develop- 
ment, from  the  time  the  selection  is  made  of 
the  finest  Sea  Island  Cotton  to  the  time  it 
reaches  the  needleworker  in  its  finished  form, 
every  step  is  another  step  toward  the  pro- 
duction of  a  thread  that  possesses  evenness, 
smoothness,  brilliancy  and  strength  without 
harshness.  These  qualities  in  combination 
—  each  one  essential  —  determine  the  true 
quality  of  any  crochet  cotton. 
Cordichet,  in  permanently  pure  white,  also 
ecru,  comes  in  all  sizes,  1  to  1 50. 
All  colors  in  Cordichet  are 

BOIL-PROOF 

and  are  obtainable  in  skes  3,  10,  30,  50,  70. 
For  Nightgown  Yokes,  Towel  Ends,  Hand- 
kerchief edges,  Dress  Trimmings  and  all  other 
articles  requiring  frequent  washing  insist  upon 
Cordichet. 

Your  dealer  has  in  stock,  or  can  procure  for  you, 
any  Royal  Society  Product 

including  Two-Ply  Crochet  Cotton,  white, 
ecru  and  colors,  large  and  small  balls.  Em- 
broidery cottons  in  pure  white  and  fast  colors, 
Celesta  Twist,  the  washable  artificial  silk, 
Package  Outfits,  etc. 

H.  E.  VERRAN  COMPANY 

DfOOBPOHATBD 

Union  Square  West,  New  York 
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1    Press-room 
and 

Bindery 
Facilities 
Unsurpassed 


.    -  - 

WINSTON  BUILDING 
Where  this  Paper  was  Printed 


We  offer  the  services  of  our  Skilled  Labor,  Modern  Equip- 
ment, Large  Facilities,  £f  Reasonable  Prices 

and    Expert  Supervision  ^^=^±^^  ——> 

Write  for  Prices  on  Any  Kind  of  Printing 

THE  JOHN  C.  WINSTON  CO. 


1006-1016  ARCH  STREET,  PHILADELPHIA 
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Dorothy's  Getting  Well. 


Dorothy,  who  is  just  getting-  over  the  measles,  has  no  more  than  said 
"My  Goodness !  Why  don't  they  give  me  something  good  to  eat?"  when 
the  wise  Kewpies  appear,  one  bearing  a  dish  of  delicious,  sparkling 
Raspberry 


another  bringing  a  spoon,  and  one  carrying  from  sight 
the  hateful  medicine. 

Dorothy's  happy  face  expresses  her  approval. 

"America's  Most  Famous  Dessert"  is  good  in  the 
sick-room  as  in  the  dining  room,  for  the  delight- 
ful pure  fruit  flavors  of  Jell-O  appeal  to  all  appetites. 
There  are  seven  of  the  flavors  :  Raspberry,  Strawberry, 
Lemon,  Orange,  Cherry,  Peach,  Chocolate.  At  all 
grocers'  and  general  storekeepers',  10  cents  each. 

A  tightly  sealed  waxed  paper  bag,  proof  against  moisture  and 
air,  'in  loses  the  Jell-O  in  ea<  h  package. 

A  beautiful  new  Jell  0  Book  telling  of  a  young  bride's  house- 
ig  experiences  has  just  been  issued.     II  has  splendid  pic- 
ture   in  colors  and  will  interest  every  woman.     II  will  be  sent  to 

#011  Iree  il  you  will  semi  us  your  name  ami  address. 
THE  GENESEE  PURE  FOOD  CO.,  La  Roy,  N.  Y.,  and  Brid«oburB,  Ont. 


This  is  the  package 


COLLEGE  AND  SCHOOL  EMBLEMS 
AND  NOVELTIES 

FRATERNITY  EMBLEMS    :   SEALS 
CHARMS  :  PLAQUES  :  MEDALS  :  ETC. 

OF  SUPERIOR  QUALITY  AND  DESIGN 

THE  HAND-BOOK 

ILLUSTRATED  AND  PRICED 
MAILED      UPON      REQUEST 

Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

Diamond  Merchants.  Jewelers 
Silversmiths    Heraldists,  Stationers 

CHESTNUT  STREET   :   PHILADELPHIA 


The  Newest 

of  the 

New  Boots 

are  here,  in  almost 
endless  variety! 


Steigerwa/t,  1420  Chestnut  St. 

"Where  Only  The  Best  Is  Good  Enough" 


BRYIS  MAWR 
HARDWARE  COMPANY 


*»»»»»»»»»»» 


Hardware,  Cutlery 
and  House-Furnishing  Goods 


HANAN&SON 

Men's  and  Women's 

FINE   SHOES 

1318  Chestnut  Street 


N.  J.  LYONS 
BICYCLES  and  SUPPLIES 

NEW  TIRES  PUT  ON  BABY  CARRIAGES 


WHEELS  TO  HIRE 
BELL  PHONE  307-W 


FLASHLIGHTS  and  BATTERIES 
FOR  SALE 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 


BRYN  MAWR  FLOWER  STORE 

ALFRED  H.  PIKE,  Proprietor 
Florist  to  the  late  King  Edward  VII 

CUT  FLOWERS  and  FRESH  PLANTS  DAILY 
FLORAL  BASKETS  and  CORSAGES 

Phone,  Bryn  Mawr  570  807  Lancaster  Avenue 


henry  b.  wallace 
Caterer  and  Confectioner 

22  BRYN  MAWR  AVENUE 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 
CALL  252  W  BRYN  MAWR 

FLORIST 

FRESH  HOME-GROWN  CUT  FLOWERS  AND 

BLOOMING  PLANTS 

DECORATIVE  PLANTS  FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Our  stock  is  "M  \de  in  Roskmont" 

JOHN  J.  CONNELLY  Est. 

1226  LANCASTER  AVENUE 

WILLIAM  H.  RAMSEY 

DEALER  IN 

Choice   Recleaned    Oats,     Flour,    Feed,    Baled    Hay     and 
Straw,  Groceries,  etc..    Hardware,    Paints,  Oils,  etc. 

BRYN  MAWR 

FRANK  J.  FLOYD 

MEN'S,  WOMEN'S  and  CHILDREN'S 
OUTFITTER 

DRY   GOODS   and  NOTIONS 

BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 


Pleaee  mention  "TIPYN  O'  BOB" — Patronize  Advertiters 
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